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who, 
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UST a few everyday Aowers, 
Gathered in purposeless hours. 
From my wild garden I bring 
On the world's highway to Aing: 

Snowdrops, and daffodowndillies; 
Pansies, and daisies, and lilies; 
Roses, rosemary and rue; — 
Tansy and tarragon, too. 

Weeds to the general, perhaps. 
Because of disorderly lapse — 
Grown among thistles and rocks, 
Singly, or crowded in Hocks. 

But if some wayfarer cheer, 
Refreshment, or solace -find here, — 
That were high honor to gain — 
And they not gathered in vain. 
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THE BANDS OF ORION. 

(1900.) 

^UT of the splendors of sunset 
The dying embers of day 
Flashed to the furious north wind 
A challenge to desperate fray, 
While the clouds hung gloomiest banners 
Along their shadowy way. 

And, lo ! I heard in the silence 
The rush and the roar of war — 

The din of contending armies 
In battle array afar, — 

And the rattling wheels resistant 
Of Wrong's triumphal car 1 

O brothers ! I cried, in anguish, — 
Fain would I share in your fight, — 

Would wield all peaceful weapons 
In the cause of Truth and Right ; 

But my puny hands are powerless 
To manage your missiles of might 

IX 






THE BANDS OF ORION. 

And my heart and my brain are weary 
Of the problems, dark and dense, 

Set forth for my soul to ponder 
In her blind incompetence, — 

Yet I feel that my inertion 
Aids not Wrong's influence. 

What were my feeble efforts 
Yea — though I led the van — 

Against the august edict 
In force since time began 

That Wrong shall never conquer 
The rights of brother man. 



Now from the purple zenith 

Have fled the storm-clouds hence ; 

Gone are my wild complainings, 
Awakes my confidence — 

For there stands brave Orion, 
In mute magnificence! 

I contemplate his grandeur ; 

The glory of his bands 
I cannot — would not — loosen. 

The stars are in His hands 
Who ruleth Wrong discreetly, 

Bids Right obey commands. 
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THE BANDS. OF ORION. 

I wonder, and I worship — 
Pray discord soon may cease 

And throughout all the nations 
His righteousness increase, 

Till we, as blind Orion, 
Bask in the sun of peace* 
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CHRISTMAS. 
(1901.X 

HE glory of the Bethlehem star 
Illumines yet our skies, 
And still above time's fret and jar 
The joyous echoes rise 
Of songs that once o'er Judean plains 
Rang out in glad angelic strains. 

High, holy favors, they, to crown 

A lowly infant's birth, — 
His kingly honors all laid down 

To bless our sinful earth — 
The Prince of Peace, the Lord Divine, 
The promised heir of David's line ! 

Here, in our winter^s gloom and chill, 

He stands, today, the same, 
His righteous purpose to fulfil. 

Shall we dispute His claim 
To grant the world in large increase 
Peace and good- will, good- will and peace? 
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CHRISTMAS. 

But Africanders sob and sigh 
Above their blood-drenched sod, 

And Asian islanders lift cry — 
A plea for help — to God, 

That strife and war and discord cease, 

And peace return — good-will and peace. 

Lord God of mercy and of might ! 

Amid our Christmas cheer 
Make us to read Thy laws aright. 

That brethren, far and near, 
Can sing with clasped hands again — 
Peace and good will o'er us shall reign. 
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UNACCOMPLISHED. 




OT hcr^ not here life's highest purposes 
In circling orbit may their courses fill ; 
Repellant forces toss to wide recess 
The star-dust of stem destiny at will. 

What seems completed glob^ in perfect form. 
Full-fired with zeal for grand accomplishment, 

Through the rough dash of raging stress and 
storm 
May prove a meteor wild, of dark intent, — 

For down the grey horizon gleam its path — 
No steady planet shines with half such glow, 

And the unwary traveler of its wrath 

Soon, soon, in dire destruction well may know. 

The whirling atoms, their erratic course 
Shaping as circumstance or time may lead. 

Farther and farther from their primal source. 
Void of volition, into ruin speed. — 

Rude and imperfect fall the schemes of man — 
Only to rise in glory rich and vast ; 

For naught can fail of nature's noble plan, 
Order and beauty must prevail at last 
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COMMENDATION. 




MIEN of gentle grace, 
Light footsteps, that, apace, 
In deeds of sympathy 
And kindly help tread roughest paths, — nor seek 
On weeds and stones contumely to wreak ; 

But, with true charity, 
Lead travelers stumbling blindly on their way, 
And show the wandering why they go astray ; 

A brow benevolent — 
Index of good intent — 

These, thine; with noble thought. 
And eyes in whose clear light the timid see 
Encouragement, and hands that eagerly 

Strive, ever, all unsought, 
Their just and joyous favors to afford. 
Blest Commendation ! in thy slightest word. 
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COMMENDATION. 

Thy glance — that sees a glint, 
The faintest glimpse, or hint. 
Of foibles overcome, 
Of errors pruned away, and budding worth — 
Brightens and warms anew the dreariest hearth; 

And makes the home, 
Once by stern censure filled with weeds and strife, 
A garden for the growth of heavenly life. 

How the sad soul, oppressed 
By fears that give no rest 
Lest highest efforts fail. 
Finds in thy smile, sweet Commendation, 

strength — 
Nectar, and food ambrosial! till, at length. 

Love, peace, and joy prevail ; 
And doubts and fears that clogged the spirit's 

wings 
Fall off — she soars to all sublimest things ! 

Such is thy mission here — 
Dispensing aid and cheer, — 
Not at false flattery's best. 
With fulsome praise, to dazzle and mislead ; 
But, for true effort, every worthy deed, 

Making a constant quest. 
Brave seneschal! who wouldst all merit bring 
To the just court of thy just Lord and King. 
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OPPORTUNITY. 




N a dreary winter morning 

To my gateway hobbling came 
Opportunity, the cripple, 
( Though I knew not then his name) 
And he gave me gladsome greeting, 

With a cheery, merry look 
As a budget he was charged with 
From his dingy pack he took ; 

Offering me the parcel proudly, 

" Prithee, do not hesitate," 
Said he, in most eager accents, 

" For the moment cannot wait. 
Greybeard Time is just behind me, 

Ready (thief!) to seize the prize 
Mother Nature kindly sends you, — 

Take it quickly and be wise ! " 
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OPPORTUNITY. 

But, alas! uncomprehending — 

(For it seemed a fantasy 
That this clumsy, homely cripple 

Could have anything for me) 
Moveless, stood I, and Time, bustling, 

Hurr3ring onward, with a leer 
Snatched the budget — scorn, derision, 

Uttering plainly for my ear. 

As he stowed it in his satchel. 

Oh f the glitter and the gleam ! 
Rubies, diamonds, pearls adorned it ; 

Never — never — e'en in dream, — 
Had I seen such wealth and beauty ! 

And it might have been my own 
If I promptly had accepted 

When it first to me was shown ! 
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ECHOES. 



BLIND, despondent one! with locks dis- 
hevelled, 

"^^^ Wrapped in the mantle of thy loneliness, 
Sitting beside the road thy hands have levelled, 
Waiting, in vain, for greeting and caress ! 

Claim kindred with all men — they are thy 
brothers ; 
Let not the life-path that thy hands have made 
Be all divergent from the ways of others. 
Though rough they be, or wanting sun, or 
shade. 

Lift up thy voice ! its clarion peal may waken 
A sleeping echo in some stony heart ; 

Some adamantine barrier may be broken 
That keeps thy spirit from its cheer apart 

Speak out with joy ! send thou a cheerful greeting 
Above the clangor of the warring world, 

Perhaps the notes some mountain summit meeting 
A warm response will back to thee be hurled. 
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ECHOES, 

How canst thou sit supine and broken-hearted, 
When every breeze bears on its hurrying wings 

Echoes of voices, ages since departed, 
Ready to join the song thy spirit sings ? 

Life up thy voice! Each hath his part assigned 
him, 

In the great anthem of the universe ; 
Each heareth echoes of the past behind him, — 

Echoes for him to capture and rehearse; — • 

Nor only this — to pass adown the ages, — 
To linger long in every land and clime, — 

Transmitted voices of earth's patient sages 

Swelling the music with their strains sublime ! 

Thus, thou, indeed, a blest result be bringing, 
Through bravest patience, plodding day by day. 

So pass thou on — thine own glad song still 
singing — 
The years to come thy efforts will repay. 



HEARTS-EASE 




I 

ARREN and bleak the gray hills round us 
stood, 
In the dull silence of dead winter hushed, 
And many a soul lay in most abject mood — 

All joy, all hope, all aspiration crushed. 
Bird-song, nor insect-hum, fell on the ear; 

Nor budding branch, nor green blade met the 
eye; 
But, yet, the lovely spring was drawing near — 

Though not a hint could carping doubt descry ; 
Her subtle forces, toiling calmly on 

In cold and silence, sent at last a flush 
Through Nature's every pulse, and new life 
won — 
The heart's-ease woke, the robin broke the 
hush ! — 
Thus, through the doubt that chills and blinds the 

soul 
Burgeon and bloom, O Hope, to full control ! 
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HEARrS'EASE, 
II 

For thou, sweet Hope ! though only but a germ, 

Art heart's-ease for us, and a thing of life ; 
Dost rouse high issues, in thy purpose firm ; 

Ready, at risk, to wage unequal strife 
With darkness and decay — evolving g^ace 

E'en in the face of death and stern defeat; 
Unfolding beauties, step by step, a-pace 

Till the glad leafage stands at last complete ! 
And, soon, the blossom, in its fragrant pride 

Proudly asserting, through its patience meek, 
That faith and energy, whate'er betide. 

Bring joy and strength to aid the sad and weak ; 
And from its effluence — its immortal flower — 
Sunshine and song supply for every hour. 
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PEACE 

HE calm of summer eves amid the flowers 
Exhaling fragrance to the falling dews 
Heedless of graceful forms and beau- 
teous hues ; 
The silence of the spheres, wherein the hours, 
Conscious of Harmony, its magic powers 
In wide munificence around diffuse ; — 
With joy serene, that careth not to use 
Of palpitant delights their generous dowers. 
Sweet Peace is this, but not the blighting spell, 

The wierd inertitude, Nirvana holds. 
For will o'er soul rests in dominion well. 
And with discreetest empery enfolds — 
While in serenest energy she leads — 
The senses ministrant to all life's needs. 
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A SILENT LETTER. 




NLY a silent letter, 

In the great world's book of. fate, 
Where the worda in marshalled order 
The story of lif^ relate; 
Useless I seem, as voiceless, 

In my appointed place; 
Counted by casual vision^ 
Better were empty space. 

I hear ecstatic music, 

And eloquence most sublime. 
Followed by fame's loud plaudits 

Down the long vista of time. 
But I, in lifeless silence, 

Have nothing of worth to give — 
Not even the faintest echo — 

Only the name to live. 
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A SILENT LETTER. 

Am I not meet for service — 

For utterance full and free? 
Vainly I strive and struggle, 

Not yet is that joy for me. 
Issueless, all, is effort, 

Through darkness and dire duress, — 
For others the song and the glory — 

For me the nothingness .... 

They also serve in my kingdom 

Who only stand and wait, 
Says the scribe inditing my story 

In that wondrous book of fate, 
I will stand as a patient witness 

To the truth of that precious word. 
And will wait in my place, rejoicing, 

Though never be voice conferred. 
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COLD AND STERN. 




OLD and stern of heart, you say; 
Wilful in opinion ; 
As a despot holding sway 
Where she gains dominion. 
But you cannot comprehend 
Why I say with sorrow — 
As you claim to be her friend — 

That from you they borrow 
Those same faults you reprehend — 
All the darkness that they lend. 

" Wilful? " only where the right 

Should be held unyielding. 
" Stern ? " her weakness seemeth might 

When truth's sceptre wielding. 
And the frost that now congeals, 

— Keeps in close subjection — 
For congenial souls reveals 

Currents of affection — 
Loves the purest, thoughts the best; 
For the spirit's favored guest. 
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COLD AND STERN. 

Yes ! — a stony Memnon, she. 

O'er a desert lonely- 
Looks in silence, gloomily; 

For the daylight only 
Waiting — that her sealed lips. 

With thy sunshine glowing, 
Break from their long, drear eclipse, 

And the music flowing 
From her harp of life with thine 
Blend in harmony divine. 
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CENSURE 




LONG, black shadow trailed athwart the 
way 
Trod by two weary feet — 
Feet that throughout the long, laborious 
day 
Dreamed not of ill to meet 

Td the brisk music of the early mom 

Timed well their eager pace ; 
And many a flower, their pathway to adorn, 

Upraised a gladsome face. 

Fair morning-glories wove an arbor round. 

Those passing steps to greet, 
And, in their beauty, joyous at the sound. 

Came honeysuckles sweet. 

Oh ! wheresoever they stepped a multitude 
Of blossoms reared their heads. 

All unaware — not fully understood — 
Though wide their perfume spreads: 
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CENSURE. 

Roses — from loving words and cheering smiles ; 

Lilies — from purest aims ; 
Forget-me-not — that wavering souls beguiles 

To virtue's blissful claims. 

Censure, the miscreant, for all grandest gifts 

Purblind, his monocle. 
Soon, to trivialities turns, and those uplifts 

To highest multiple. 

And, hence, along the way, now weary grown, 
The flowers to death had pined; 

Tansy and rue stood rudely there, alone, — 
With nightshade poison twined. 

Ah ! that black shadow Censure can evoke 

Of day makes darkest night, 
Until the traveler's spirit, well-nigh broke, 

From earth would fain take flight. 

And yet should music meet no more the ear. 

And nevermore a flower 
Of perfume sweet and beauty fair appear 

To gild the passing hour, — 

E'en if 'mid thorns and vilest, bitterest weeds 

Those patient, weary feet 
Must pass — their aims, their efforts, and their 
needs, 

Find recompense complete ; 
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CENSURE, 



Though that black shadow evermore be nigh. 

Will be supremely blest, — 
Walking, as in the Great Taskmaster's eye, 

Find perfect peace and rest 
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ALLURED. 




OT fairer fields of Enna were, 

In m3rth and legend told, 
That grew for gay Persephone 
Their daffodils of gold. 

Than the rich meadows of our land, 
Bedecked with springtime bloom, — 

Which needs no yellow daffodils 
Its beauty to illume. 

But still the lord of Hades sends 
His minions far and wide, 

And many a lone Demeter mourns 
Her long-lost hope and pride. 

For Pluto lures, as in the past ; 

J/itf golden daffodils 
In every season flourish yet 

On all our plains and hills. 

And eager hearts, and covetous. 

Oft find, today, their need 
To learn from sad Persephone 

The story of her greed. 
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INTEGRITY. 




HEN Rome, majestic, sate. 

In the old glory of Augustan years, 
On her seven hills, with pomp and pride 
elate. 
Conscious of power, disowning all compeers ; — 

Nor knew her sunset glow 
Flamed o'er the yellow Tiber's furious flow, 
And her imperial purple dimly shone — 
Seeming a pall athwart her falling throne, 

Fanes, shrines and statues filled 
Her olive groves, her verdant fields, and e'en 

Peopled her marts, with gods and heroes skilled 
In feats divine; whose worshippers were seen 

At many a festal rite 
With gay attire and garlands fair bedight ; 
By sacrifice, or rich libation given, 
Deeming Heaven's wrath appeased and errors 

shriven. 
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INTEGRITY. 

Time was of songs and mirth 
When fierce Apollo's noontide arrows glanced 

Down the deep blue that curtaineth the earth, 
And round the winged helm and sandals danced 

Of Mercury, the youth ; 
Then shone, resplendent as the wand of truth, 
His rod caducean, — whereat swiftly came 
An eager throng to glorify his name. 

From traffic's diverse haunts — 
The full bazar, the stalls and marts of trade, 
And e'en the smallest nook that commerce 
grants, 
Flocked devotees, whose consciences down- 
weighed 
By sins of fraud and guile, 
Once more to gain on their pursuits his smile. 
Baptized themselves, and on his altar hung 
The votive calf and sacrificial tongue. 

We, in these later days, 
Call those old rites all puerile and vain — 

Haply the cry of " Superstition ! " raise, — 
And for a modern birth thank Heaven amain. 

Yet, of our nation, styled 
A land of traders, trade hath oft beguiled 
To Pluto's crooked ways of gain and gold 
The hands that Mercury's glittering purse would 

hold. 
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INTEGRiry. 

Justice hath cast aside 
The fillet from her eyes, her scales have lost 

Their equipoise; and, Hke the changeful tide 
Following the varying moon. Right varieth 

most, — 
The false is truest shown ; 
And that which never counterfeit hath known. 
Of 5(niall esteem among the sons of trade. 
By its own truth is most ignoble made. 

Were ours the ancient gods. 
And ours the frequent expiation sought. 

Perchance the artifice, the wiles, the frauds 
Of mart and change o'er word and deed and 

thought 
Had feebler sway; and we 
From counter, stand, and stall in full degree 
Restored the measure short, the stinted weight; 
And untamed tongues would freakful guile abate. 

Yet should those powers demand 
Their lustral rites of every votary here, 

Not all the streams that bless our favored land 
Sufficient were from stains of trade to clear 

The palms oft crossed by gold ; 
And herds that wind around sierras bold, 
Or roam the prairies, were too few to win 
At Hermes' altar pardon for their sin. 
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INTEGRITY 

'Tis well, perhaps, that now 
The god of traffic hath no open shrine. 

And all unseen are worshippers that bow 
At his behest to fraud corrupt, malign. 

For the pure, guileless heart 
At the disclosure made aghast would start, 
And many a soul sincere a brother find 
To the old tempter's gainful words inclined. 

Sat Truth and Honor here, 
Beside the merchant to his ledger bound. 

Or with exchangers, in their busy sphere 
Linking the bands that commerce weaves around 

Peoples and climes else wide 
And long estranged, these years, our boast and 

pride, 
A nobler era were than that of yore, 
Whose fame yet lingers on Italians shore. 
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THE UNSPOKEN WORD. 




S if by an angel's whisper 

Came a message straight to me 
From a word that I had not spoken, 
Aroused to memory: 
A word of cheer and comfort 
To sorrowing hearts denied, 
Of peace and hope and courage 
To the suffering and the tried. 
Then I seemed to hear the sentence — 

"To Me thou didst it not," 
And I wept, such high advantage 
Neglected and forgot. 

Again, through my spirit's chambers — 

Like a burst of melody — ' 
Of a word that was not spoken 

Came the memory sweet to me : 
The hasty word of anger; 

The harsh word, and the loud ; 
The false word, and the bitter. 

The scornful, and the proud. 
So I praised the Lord, my Helper, 

For such curb of tongiie and voice. 
And for evil thus averted 

I will evermore rejoice. 
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THE UNSPOKEN WORD. 

In this heavenly help, henceforward, 

May the words that justify 
Bid the words that might condemn me 

To my thoughts draw never nigh ; 
And no pity pass unuttered, 

No cheer remain withheld, 
While the hard word has no quarter, 

And the idle word is quelled; 
Till at all times, in all places. 

As day to day succeeds, 
The word most fitly spoken 

From my ready lips proceeds. 
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MARCH. 

HROUGH the long, long night the sad 

sea's moan 
Answered the harbor buoy's dolorous 
groan,— 
As if anguish lent 
A chord responsive to each, and sent 

On tremulous lips, in the depths of woe, 
A wailing litany to and fro; 
While, as one aghast 
At the din and the darkness around her cast, 
With a troubled visage the gibbous moon 
Sank at last in a deathly swoon. 

Fanfare of bugles and trumpets' blare 
Peeled through the tenuous upper air ; 

For the furious north 
Called from their caverns to conflict forth 

His legions of tempest and stress and storm ; 

And rushing and roaring, in frantic form, 
A savage horde 
Hither and thither through cloudland poured, 

Speeding their errands of dire dismay 

When the Hours flung open the gates of Day. 
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MARCH. 

But, regal, the sun, in his power of doom. 
Lifted majestic amid the gloom 

His shield of grace. 
And the passionate atoms to him gave place ; 
Sundered and shattered and shivered they lie 
Under the bland, beneficent sky; 
Then, freely, and fast. 
Shriven and winged is that army vast. 
And hurrying on — on — again — 
Pitching their white tents on meadow and 
plain. 

Now veers the wind east, now veers the wind 

south. 
And swift, as oft from the selfsame mouth 

Cometh sobs then song, 
The white tents vanish, and down comes a 

throng 
Dancing and glancing in careless glee, 
Where the warm sun shines in his splendor 
free — 
And this — this is March, — 
The stern and the stormy, the coy and the arch ; 
Not winter, not spring, but a hybrid of both, 
When we welcome (not gladly) bid fare- 
well not loth. 
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CONQUERING AND SO CONQUER. 




OW hath the conquerer, Spring, 

Her banner of life unfurled, — 
Out from the shadow of death's dark 

wing 
Calling the sleeping world. 
Over the sunny hills 

Sending the silver streams. 
Swelling the song of the joyous rills 

' Neath the fair moon's cloudless beams. 

The blast of her trumpeter, March, 

Rang through the kingdoms wide. 
Shivering Winter's triumph-arch. 

Razing his throne of pride ; 
And he, a dotard old, 

Fled, as her footsteps light 
Wakened to verdure the sere, dry wold 

In the fairies' dance at night. 
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CONQUERING AND TO CONQUER. 

Lady of grace serene, 

Patiently April wrought, 
Weaving a robe for the beauteous queen 

From the promise of life she brought. 
Her scepter a budded spray, 

Her crown but a flowery wreath, 
Yet the gentle maid hath a firmer sway 

Than the stern, cold king of death. 

The rocks to dust may fret, 

The hills and mountains fall, 
On all things earthly death's seal be set. 

Yet breaks at last his thralL 
From the cr3rpts of the vanished past, 

From the ashes of grim decay. 
This earth, exultant, brings forth at last 

The bounding life of May! 

The world is growing old — 

Hoary in pain and crime — 
Yet, still, the promised age of gold 

Will the years bring round in time ; 
Sure, as from winter's gloom 

Rises the springtide glow, 
Sweet as the flowers that bud and bloom 

From the buried bulb below. 



43 



GOD'S VOICE. 




OD speaks in warnings, kindly, to us all, 

Where most our danger lies ; 
Lest when we hear His final trumpet- 
call 

Our wings reach not the skies. 



These are His means to chide and train desire, 
To cleanse and guide the will, — 

Sometimes with baptism dark of blood and fire 
His precepts to instil. 

Stern Conscience from its scabbard oftimes 
draws 

Her fateful two-edged sword, 
To smite the soul that, knowing God's just laws. 

Dares disobey His word. 

But the same Conscience, to her own lines used. 

Is slow to recognize 
These as God's ministers — nor yet, unloosed. 

Herself in their disguise: 
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GOD'S VOICE. 

A child ungrateful, reprobate, and vile; 

A parent's tarnished name; 
Brothers, once innocent, in league with guile ; 

A sister bringing shame ; 

Dear friends long cherished, but as traitors 
proved ; 

High schemes in ruin laid ; 
And aspiration toward blessing moved 

For direst ills betrayed. 

Ah ! sharper, bitterer far than death are these ! 

God's sternest voice of pain ; — 
Yet ere His warnings in such service cease 

Ours is life's highest gain; — 

Health — purest health of soul — and peace 

serene, 
Through resignation given; 
And clearer vision to discern what mean 
These dark designs of Heaven. 

Thus grows the spirit strong to plume her 
wings. 

Increasing day by day 
In faith, and love of all most righteous things, 

Along the Heavenly way. 
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GOD'S DELAYS. 




lERCE frowning clouds overhanging all the 
sky, 
Presaging wrath; 
Wild winds of Heaven, on stormy wings that fly. 
Destruction following in their path, 
Await His mighty power, 
Who, in this fearful hour, 
E'en as of old, 
The sea doth hold 
Still in the hollow of His sovereign hand,; 
Forever subject to His just command. 

What though amid the tempest's clamor wild 

The stout, staunch ships 
Reel to and fro ; and, like a helpless child. 
With pallid brow and blanching lips, 
The bravest turns aside 
To note the rising tide ? — 
The breakers' foam 
Amid the gloam — 
Wide yawning graves its treacherous light Be- 
neath 
Seeming a beacon luring them to death. 
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GOiyS DELAYS. 

" High and still higher lift thy crested waves, 

Thou raging sea ! " 
This — this the mandate — this the word that 

saves 
The brave armada of the free! 
Bide ye the furious blast ; 
Firm to the creaking mast, 
With faith endued. 
Yet will subdued, 
Nailing the glorious flag of liberty 
Till mad rebellion owns its just decree ! 

Distress — and anguish, even — at the helm ; 

Stern, ghastly death. 
When ocean's billows may not overwhelm 
Confronting all with icy breath. 
Still, till the gale be past. 
Reef sails and anchors cast, 
And hold ye still 
Upon His will ; 
tor Gdd's delays will your salvation prove. 
His harshest ways make known His changeless 

love. 

Wait ye His time. The hour shall come at length. 

Brave, gallant fleet — 
A nation's hope — the fulness of her strength — 

Heaven's righteous purpose to complete! 
Amen ! . . . • The storm is o'er ; 
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GOiyS DELAYS, 

Along the murmuring shore 

The waters sleep; 

He, who doth keep 
His promised word, leads safely, surely on 
The loyal host, and victory is won ! 

Thus — ever thus — O tempest-tossed and tried 

Upon life's troublous sea! 
Wait thou in patience — but the gale outride, 
And thou shalt blessed be ; 

Strengthened by perils passed, 
' Neath prosperous skies, at last. 
See God's delays 
Bring fairest days. 
Cheering thy course with victories sublime, 
Whose glories fade not with swift-fleeting time. 
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PREPLEXITY. 




RECREANT heart! cast forth thy fears! 

Trust in the Lord our righteousness; 
Hush every murmur, cease thy tears. 
In His name onward boldly press. 

Think not of respite or relief, 
Nor be of peace the selfish plea ; — 

Was ever trial, ever grief. 

Like to the ills He bore for Thee? 

Under His banner thou wilt gain 

The strength that from His presence flows ; 

Clad in His panoply obtain 
The victory over all thy foes. 
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A LENTEN CALL 




^ED by the Spirit He went — 
Into the wilderness went, — 
He, the Anointed, 
To sorrow and shame self-appointed, 
Succor to lend us and sweet consolation! 
Hunger and pain and all fiercest temptation 
Bearing with patience divine ; 
And nothing the less had sufficed 
My Christ — your Christ, 
O brother! O sister of mine. 
Whom trouble and trial oppress, 
Who wandering and weakness confess. 

II 
Let us follow His feet, let us walk in His ways 

Through the dim Lenten days. 
Light of light. He will come to illumine the gloom ; 
Will break through the dimness His glory 

eternal, 
And the wilderness bloom 
With a beauty transcendent, supernal. 
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A LENTEN CALL. 
Ill 

He descends from above. 
There He stands — here He stands — 
On sea as on shore, in hamlet and city. 
His nail-pierced hands 

Spread wide with his love, 
Uplifted in mercy and tenderest pity ; 
Mediator the sinless, the pure — 
Intercessor omniscient, omnipotent, sure. 
Shall he stand, shall he plead. 
And we see not nor heed 
His compassion, his mercy, his patience divine, 
O brother, O sister of mine? 

IV 
From the world's carking cares — 
Its projects, its pleasures, delusions and snares 

Let us turn for a while. 
Upheld and forwarded firmly by faith, 

Come and bask in his smile, 
Come and hear what he saith. 
Not with bigot's black brow, nor with Pharisee- 
face — 
' Tis the fast of the Lord, — 
And for pride and self-righteousness never a place 

Can its service afford ; 
But where hearts like bruised reeds humbly bow, 

lowly bend. 
His wings of protection their shelter extend. 
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A LENTEN CALL. 

V 

Not in cloud, nor in thunder, in vengeance and 

terror, 
Draws he near — and more nean 
Lo I sweet in the silence his message benign 
Falls soft on the ear : 
O sad souls and sinsick! heavy-laden with error, — 
Your sorrows, temptations, and trials are mine. 
Follow Me, learn of Me, 
And my grace alUsuiJicient all ways ye shall see. 
Hopeful promise, and high ! 
Now his glory is blent 
With the shadows of Lent, 
His signet eternal o'erarches our sky. 

VI 

O unspeakable bliss! O inefSfable joy! 
Our hearts are uplifted, our spirits are blest; 
By a passion of patience our souls are possessed, 
And an arder for duty unending, 

With ecstatic delight in the holy employ 
Prayer and praise day by day from our altars as- 
cending. 
Prayers and praises are meet, a sacrifice sweet. 
But they are not complete, 
O brother, O sister of mine ! 
Till bearing the words of the Master Divine, 
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A LENTEN CALL. 

And taking the balm of His mercy we go 
To the sick and grief-stricken his healing to show ; 
Nor till over the desolate mountains and dreary, 
(Poverty's darkest and loneliest ways) 

On swift-flying feet, 
With alms hands abounding, with zeal hearts 

ablaze, 
We hasten, in sympathy, eager to greet 
And to succor as kindred the fainting and 
weary. 

VII 

Through the thickets of ignorance — stern ram- 
parts of sin — 
We must pass undismayed, 
Of all ill unafraid ; 
Lift the minds that in darkness and falseness may 

grope. 
To the light of the truth and the glad day of hope. 

The lawless, the reckless, the vile 
In the name of the blessed Redeemer must win 
By the peace of his pardon the cheer of his 

smile 
To contrition and penitence deep, — 
Thus we go to the help of the Lord 

Thus we give, thus we keep 
Our trust in His promise our faith in His word. 
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A LENTEN CALL. 
VIII 

This — this is the Lent of the soul. 
Let us joy in its righteous control, — 
Its contritions, confessions, 
Restrictions, restraints and repressions, 

O brother, O sister of mine ! 
This — this is the fast of the Lord. 
Through temptation and trial, 
Or desertion, disdain, and denial, 
Let us take up its tasks ; and, its duties assuming. 

Hearts, voices and hands in accord. 
The Spirit our spirit with wisdom illuming. 

Meekly follow the Master Divine ; 
Trace the road that His blessed feet trod — 
E'en to Calvary's cross and the garden wherein 
Was the new tomb prepared. 
And, lo ! with his faithful, our hearts having 
shared 
All the sorrow, all the shame of our sin 
Will flee like the shadows of night ; 
And the morrow's glad light 
Shine forth on our lives all restored, all re- 
newed, — 
Soul, body, and spirit subdued, 
To walk evermore in the peace and the pardon of 
God. 
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EASTER. 




AST from thee thy cerements — the snow- 
shroud of winter, hoar mountain, 
Array thee in garments of praise ! 
Burst the bonds of the frost-chains and sing in 
thy freedom, O fountain ! 
Ye silvery streamlets, upraise, — 
With the vales and the plains and the hills ever- 
lasting, — your hymn ! 
And ye aisles of the forest, though desolate, dreary 
and dim. 
Unite with their anthem a song, 
And its echoes prolong ; 
For again from the Ancient of Days a decree hath 

gone forth, 
And beauty for ashes is given, and joy to the 
mourners of earth ! 

He is risen — is risen indeed — 
The Lord and Giver of light and life — 

He hath ended the strife; 
The powers of darkness overthrown ; 
And captives long lying in misery's night 

Are ransomed and freed. 
With palm-branch of victory and raiment of 

white, 
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EASTER. 

In joy everlasting shall come to their own. — 
Green grass, freshly springing, you write this once 
more on the sod ! 
And this, evermore do you show, 
All newly-winged leafage now quietly crowning 
the spray I 
And the same, even so. 
Sweet roseate almond-buds gemming your rod, 
Do you teach all the nations and kingdoms of 
earth in your way. 



O Rachel ! once weeping in Rama in comfortless 
grief. 
When the arm of His might 
Smote the bars of dark Sheol in sunder, 
And the glory that rayed from his Godhead 
Illumined that night, 
In rapt adoration and wonder 
Didst thou not at His feet 
Kneel humbly — thy sorrows repeat ; 
And find for the mourning a blessed relief 
As He told how the minions of death He had 
quelled. 
And made the shadows a rest — 
A peaceful retreat — a Paradise blest — 
Till the gates of the life everlasting wide open be 
held? 
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EASTER. 

O mother ! by green graves now weeping, and 

scattering there 
Sweet blossoms of Easter, with loving and rever- 
ent care. 
Lift up thy sad heart, of its tears and its sor- 
rowing weary. 
Break forth into singing ! for He who is mighty 
to save. 
He who bowed to humanity's need. 
He hath blessed, He hath hallowed the grave. 
No longer the valley of shadows, so lonely, so 
dreary. 
It weareth the light of His love and His mercy 
benign. 



Rejoice with great joy and repeat the glad 
strain — 
" He is risen — is risen indeed." 
From the dead He hath risen indeed. 
And lo! when He cometh will bring His beloved 
again — 
His beloved and thine ; 
For He — even He, the Giver of life, hath decreed 
That for thee shall mortality's ills have eternal 

surcease 
In the infinite bliss and the fulness of life and of 
peace. 
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THE MAYFLOWER. 




Epigea repens. Trailing arbutus. 

UST as the pearl in its shell lies hid, 
From the decay and darkness there 
Drawing its life, till the coarse, dull lid 
Lets in the glory of sunshine rare ; 

Under the last year's damp, dead leaves, 
Through the long winter, dark and cold, 

Safe as the swallows beneath the eaves. 
Or young lambs penned in their quiet fold. 

Sweet Arbutus her verdure kept. 

And nursed her buds for the opening spring ; 
While flaunting tulips and king-cups slept, 

Dreaming of grandeur that June should bring. 

Softly the breezes stirred the leaves. 
Gently the sunbeams kissed the buds. 

And swift, through the tissues that nature weaves, 
A roseate flush their beauty floods. 
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THE MAYFLOWER. 

Dingy and dark the old leaves lie. 

Bright as Aurora, with new-found life, 

The young May flowerets to every ^e 
Lift their blossoms in fragrance rife. 

Under the withered hopes of years. 
Oft-times, thus, may the spirit hold 

The germ of a beautiful faith that cheers 
Its own sad heart in its chambers cold. 

Cometh kind care with a tender glance 
And love's low words to that loneliness. 

Beauty and fragrance springing thence 
The whole wide world may cheer and bless. 



MAY. 




OUNDING the circuit of her changeless 
course, 
Again the glad, green earth, — 
Breathing sweet odors, and with gentlest force 

Of melody and mirth 
Ruling the fleeting moments, — blithe and gay 
Leads in the merry May. 

Herald of summer, handmaid of the loves 

That wait on life and joy. 
Forth from the breezy meads and budding groves 

May becks to her employ 
Beauty and grace, to bid all nature wake, 
And of her gifts partake. 

So from the flowerets nestling in the grass 

To gnarled oak and pine. 
From wrinkled beldame to the blooming lass, 

All with new lustre shine, — 
Sentient or vegetive — thrilled with their power. 
Crowned with her cherished dower. 
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MAY. 

Thus with the season leagued be grandest aims 

And noblest charities; 
The gentle tendance of all holy claims. 

With helpful industries ; 
In highest brotherhood uniting all 

Who heed the springtime call. 

And poor and rich, alike, — the young, the eld, 

Reciprocating, each. 
The freedom and the bliss too oft withheld 

In daily walk and speech, 
From May's munificence of love and ruth 
Gain treasure, wisdom, youth. 

Then verdure, bloom, and grace that fade not 
here, 
Nor ever know decay — 
Higher than mortal joy or earthly cheer — 

Will spring from merry May, 
Flushed with new hopes, new faith; with gar- 
lands bright 

And singing robes bedight. 
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THE LILAC. 




REEZE, ever buoyant, in gardens of beauty 

Sporting with sunbeams and showers, 
Drinking the dews from the lily-bell's 
chalice, 
Stealing the breath of the flowers — 
Cease thy wild wanderings, come to my casement, 

See — I fling open the pane I 
Long have I listened to hear at the lattice 
The sound of thy pinions again. 



Not the sweet fragrance the violet lendeth 

Crushed by thy gentlest caress, 
Not all the odors unnumbered, untested, 

Summer's gay sisterhood bless. 
Can to my craving heart yield such a treasure — 

Peace — consolation — can bring, 
As the rich perfume, unlaunched on my senses. 

Waiting thy frolicsome wing. 
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THE LILAC. 

Lightly uplifting the lilac's frail th)rrses, 

Drooping with fulness of life, 
Bring me the odors she holds in her keq)ing — 

Odors with vanished hopes rife. 
Verdant the leaflets she spreads to the sunshine. 

Fair the pure blossoms she rears — 
How the dim past, as I gaze on her beauty. 

In its old glory appears ! 

Years counted up by their burdens of sorrow 

Flee from sad memor/s grasp; 
Once more again in the shade of the lilac 

Hands long departed I clasp ; 
Voices, with those of the angels now blending, 

Hear 1 today as of yore, — 
Singing, as then, all their songs of affection 

Where the old lilac droops o'er. 

Music more holy than anthems that echo 

Through the cathedral's dim aisles. 
Seem the glad greetings recalled by that vision - 

Dearer than heaven their smiles. 
Haste ! for the flowerets are fading and dying ; 

Waft me one sigh ere they fall — 
Sacred 'twill be as the perfume of chaplets 

Hiding the gloom of the pall. 



63 



TRUE BEAUTY. 




HE columbine's broad leaves are crimsoned 

o'er — 

As if the hand that its fair blossom tore 
Still lay thereon in murderous plight outstretched. 
The violet has re-locked its amethyst 
Within the casket of the velvet grass ; 
And from their birthplace hath the west wind 

fetched 
All the first spring-blooms that the wild bee 

kissed, 
And hid them fondly where no rude steps pass. 

The valley-lilies tolled their own low knell; 
The frail anemones of every dell 
Fluttered their short lives out, then perished quite ; 
Gay, frolic cowslips lost their crowns of gold, 
And pale narcissi pined away, and died. 
When June, in feverish haste, all fiercely bright. 
Spread wide her radiant wings on field and wold, 
And brought the summer with her flowers of 
pride. 
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TRUE BEAUTY. 

Meek children of the early year ! your lives 
Have not unnoted passed. There yet survives 
The holy fragrance every chalice held, 
Treasured with incense of all sacred things ; 
For the most gorgeous blossoms Summer claims, 
By the bold pageant of her course impelled, 
Have not such beauty as the Maytime brings. 
Whose modest sweetness pomp and grandeur 
shames. 

Did not the rose abide in all the bowers 
That Summer raises of her garish flowers. 
And spend her precious breath each shining day 
In intercession for their vanity, 
Some tender souls, oppressed by loneliness, 
And grieving deeply for the bloom of May, 
O'er the dead leaves would cry despairingly — 
"Earth hath no beauty — truth no power to 
bless." 
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WEEDS. 



%v(5 



TRAIGHT and tall by the garden wall, 

Rank in the orchard grass, 
Bold in the field as its choicest yield. 
And pert where our footsteps pass ; 
Sunbeams snatching, 
Raindrops catching. 
Everywhere, 
Whatever our care, 
In leaf and blossom and perfect seeds. 
Flourish and flaunt the weeds. 

Rebuked and rated, harried and hated. 

Despised, down-trodden, and spumed, — 
Yet thriving still, and thrive they will. 
Though crushed, beheaded, and burned. 
Under all guises. 
Through all surprises. 
Everywhere, 
Whatever our care, 
In leaf and blossom and perfect seeds 
Flourish and flaunt the weeds. 
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WEEDS. 

The plague and ban of toiling man ; 

But insect and bird and beast 
Find naught but good in the pestilent brood. 
And hold a perpetual feast — 
Dancing, prancing, 
On glad wings glancing. 
Willing to share, 
Whatever they bear; 
For leaf and blossom and ripening seeds, 
Helping and blessing the weeds. 

So nothing can mar, mean as they are. 

Or ever their work defeat ; 
Each in its place, with a wondrous grace, 
Fills up its measure complete. 
Never regretting, 
Repining, or fretting. 
Ah ! can we say 
We are better than they ? 
In thought and word and perfected deeds 
Better than worthless weeds ? 
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GRASS. 




HE stately oak and the graceful vine^ 

And flowers that brighten plain and hill 
Will live in the poet's flowing line 
As long as his measures the heart-strings thrill. 
For me today is an humbler theme, 

Yet worthier far of the proudest lays ; 
So long neglected, the task I deem 
My own, to yield it its meed of praise. 

I sing the grass — the homely grass — 

That bows at the breath of the passing wind ; 
Its gifts in value to man surpass 

Rich ore of Ophir and gems of Ind. 
And the eye that sees in the dew-drop's sheen 

The beauty that glows in the rainbow's arch. 
Can trace in the meadow's garb of green 

Of its upward glory the onward march. 
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GRASS. 

Despised, downtrodden, it springs aloft, — 

On the ladder of earthly needs upsent; 
From the sledc kine grazing around the croft. 

To the soul's strength garnered from pure 
health lent. 
For ever the noblest of earth depends 

On this humblest link in the chain of power, 
And the vigorous frame to the soul extends 

Its faithful services hour on hour. 

So I sing the praise of the waving grass 

Along the road, or on fertile lea ; 
Whose serried armies of blades surpass 

The hosts overthrown in War's red sea; 
Who peacefully battle from age to age 

Against gaunt Famine and his allies, — 
No nobler theme can the muse employ 

Than these warriors' deeds of high emprise. 

Oh ! the grass so green in the springtime gay, 

Or its autumn plenty of perfect grain. 
Or its fragrant breath in the new-mown hay. 

Shall ever my grateful praises gain : 
To the homely grass that lies at our feet. 

In its deep humility, blessings high ! 
Nor kings of the forest, nor blossoms sweet. 

Shall hide its worth from the earnest eye. 



69 



MODEST WORTH. 




HE chattering sedge, beside the quiet brook. 

Through summer boldly spins. 
Beckoning her neighbors day by day to 
look 

How hard her toils, what praise her task-work 
wins; 

Cell after cell her lances, tall and green. 

Growing for autumn's gold, 
Wage a continuous warfare where they lean 

For warmest sunbeams and for moistest mold. 

Deep root and stalwart stem at length uprear 

Her glumes of ripened seeds ; — 
Move garrulous yet, — each wandering breeze 
must hear 

How her good work all others' far exceeds* 

The golden lilies gossip every day, 

Telling what wealth is theirs ; 
And how their cousins of the woodland way. 

Have rudest speech and most unseemly airs. 
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MODEST WORTH. 

The queenly roses, flushed with pomp and pride, 

Uplift, full long, their charms ; 
And summon lovers freely, far and wide, 

To test how sweet the shelter of their arms. 

And lady harebells, delicately vain. 

Tinkle to every breeze 
The pretty story of the praise they gain 

For striving quietly to charm and please. 

Near by (scant room to open wide her crimps) 

One day a gentian woke, 
And daily wrought, yet tried to get a glimpse 

Of the blue sky — but not a word she spoke. 

Slight foothold had she in the shallow soil, 

Still, clasping to her heart 
That glimpse of heaven, she bore her care and 
toil 

In silent gladness, — from all else apart. 

Her soft green leaves she reared, then blossoms 
fair; 

Yet every azure lid. 
Tight-locked above the precious secret there — 

Her inner life — all closely, meekly hid. 

And the rare glory of such treasure soon 

Rayed every blossom round 
With a celestial beauty, and, as boon. 

Diffused, wide-spread, a joy, a peace profound. 
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OUT OF THE DEPTHS. 



YER a dark lagoon 
Boweth a willow tall ; 
"^^^ And long gray moss, from a pine's 
bare boughs, 
Droop like a funeral palL 

Seldom the sunshine fair 

Pierces that shrouding gloom ; 

And nought is heard save the screech owl's hoot. 

And the lonely bittern's boom. 

The crocodile brings her young 
Down to its turbid tide ; 
And noxious reptiles of every tribe 
Around its margin glide. 

As if of its gloom afraid, 
Or sick of its noisome air. 
The flowers that prank the meadow's breast 
Never have ventured there. 

But, sometimes, up from its depth, 
Out in the morning cool, 
A beautiful lily, pure and sweet, 

Floats on this Stygian pool 
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OUT OF THE DEPTHS. 

Never a messenger leaf 
Cometh before, to tell, — 
Never a herald-bud peeps forth 
Out of its dreary cell. 

Yet under the waters black, 

Mayhap with its gloom at strife, 
That beautiful blossom dwelt till dawned 
The mom of its higher life. 

Thus up from the slough of sin 
A fair white soul may rise, 
And, parting the waves of its misery, 

Look up to Heaven's clear skies. 
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A WAYSIDE SERMON* 




AY after day brave souls we see 

Laden with tools of toil 
Pass where the wilding chicory 
Pre-empts the rocky soil ; 
Hard-handed men, of many cares 

And little hope to cheer. 
The chicory preaches — unawares, — 
And they ? — they seldom hear. 

It grows along the weedy walks, 

And by the dusty road ; 
There eagerly spreads forth its stalks 

For notice unbestowed. 
*Tis flowerless long, though conscious worth 

Close to its bosom draws 
The subtle potencies of earth 

That follow nature's law*. 
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A WAYSIDE SERMON. 

At length July fierce fervor brings, 

And, faint with languorous ease, 
All other wayside blossomings 

Droop, effortless to pleasa 
Then — lo ! its awkward, crooked stems 

Are studded thick with bloom 
Of heavens' own blue ! — no costly gems 

Could thus its garb illume. 

O patient toilers ! on you wait, 

Through trials long and hard, 
Blessings from which relentless fate 

Has idling ease debarred. 
Spurn not the needed discipline. 

Nor at stern ordeals fret, 
For you the well-earned meed will win. 

Yours be the blossom yet ! 
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PRAISE. 




HERE came a wanderer to my door last 
night, 

Just at that sacred time 
When the young evening veils the sunset's light 
With shades that upward climb. 

Slowly day's glory faded from the earth 

While we in converse rare 
Stood on the threshold, ere he hastened forth 

Upon his glad wayfare. 

He was a pilgrim from that far-off shore 

Where wave unfading palms, 
Chanting, as on he went, like those of yore, 

Anthems and solemn psalms. 

The modest primrose at my window growing 

Greeted him as a friend ; 
And frolic breezes, o'er my garden blowing. 

Did him their perfumes lend. 
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PRAISE. 

The stars, crc needed, hastened out to view 

His form so venerable, 
With highest lustre spangling o'er the blue 

Their voiceless canticle, 

I had been sighing o'er my lot all day, 

Calling the sunshine dark, — 
E'en when the morning oped with music gay 

Chiding the cheerful lark. 

And now the nightingale her duteous song 

Sang to unwilling ears, — 
No one such portion knew of ill and wrong 

As had filled up my years. 

But that brave pilgrim with a skilful hand 
His harpstrings lightly swept ; 

And sang a melody so sweet, so bland. 
That I no longer wept. 

My speaking glance he answered with a smile, 

trhen softly said — " My lays 
The joys of earth enhance, its woes beguile. 

And men my name call Praise." 

Anon he passed among the joyous stars ; 

While I my chamber gained 
In full content — amid life's frets and jars 

Soothed, comforted, sustained ; 
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PRAISE. 

For sure an angel, unawares, had come 
And blessed my lowly lot ; — 

Such glory in my ere-while shadowed home 
Bids darkness be forgot. 

O may I now, when tempted to complain, 

The comforts of my days 
Recount anew, and in that pilgrim's strain 

Lift heart and voice to praise ! 

And so, if darkest shades invade my sky, 

Will gladness me befriend, 
And, peace, no longer grieving, pass not by. 

But joys innumerous lend. 
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CHARITY. 



NE broad, harmonious almonry, 
Where all men's wants may be supplied, 
^^^ Is this fair world of ours ; yet we, 

With our own portion satisfied, 
Think not that near us there is much 
Which some, though hungry, cannot touch 
From the broad table's other side. 

The unobtrusive sympathy 

Of gentle voice and quiet hand 
Is more efficient charity 

Than colleges by rich men planned, 
When, ready for their final sleep, 
All that their grasping hands can keep 

Is one short, narrow strip of land. 
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SUSPENSE 




Told by a Sailor's Wife. 

I 

>HE gracious summer weather 

Will have loosed our icy tether "- 
Thus he wrote, his vessel drifting 
On the cold Antarctic sea ; 
And with loving words assured me 
That, time and tide together, 

When April woke the crocus buds 
Would bring him safe to me. 

Now, to fringe the meadow's edges 
Come forth the serried sedges. 
Every green sheath making 

In the May breeze endless moan ; 
Though nature, blandly faithful, 
Hath fulfilled betimes her pledges 
With fresh returns of beauty 
And vigor for their own. 
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SUSPENSE. 

On the bare, barren beaches, 
And beside the river-reaches, 
The chattering sea-fowls gather, 
And the song-birds in the dell. 
Ah, me ! their lavish gladness — 
How it chides, and how it teaches, — 
" Fear no longer ! cheer thee, sad heart 
All will yet be well." 



I turn my tearful glances 
Where the sunshine's golden lances 
Gild with light the woodland allies 
Where the happy children stray, 
Plucking budded boughs and blossoms, 
With their merry songs and dances, 
In careless-hearted freedom 
To glorify the May; — 



My quiet, queenly Mary, 
Gay Tom, and Maud, the fairy ; 
And patient Neddy wearing here 
His folded angel wings. 
" Nay,'* and " Nay," I could but say them. 
When they pleaded me to vary 

This long long watch and waiting 
With the mirth that Majrtime brings. 
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SUSPENSE. 

I must strive from them to borrow, 
For the blackness of my sorrow, 
The sunlight of their trustfulness — 
The peace of their content ; 
Though a prophecy most fearful, 
At the dawn of every morrow, 

With their pretty, prattling comfort 
In my anxious heart be blent 



II 



All a-down the garden closes. 
And among my fading roses. 
The sun of sultry August 
Most pitiless intrudes. 
And yet he comes not hither — 
My Will — mayhap reposes 
Where frost and snows eternal 
Fill all the solitudes. 

" God help him," oft I mutter. 
Though I never dare to utter 
The dread thoughts uprising. 
Far away, and far away. 
Hemmed in by berg or ice-floe. 
No more his flag may flutter, 
And no longer hope and patience 
Keep waiting Death at bay. 
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SUSPENSE. 

lily — snow-white lily ! 
With heart so calm and stilly, 

Yet drooping low and languid 
In the fierce sunbeams ; 

1 take you to my bosom, 
That he who slumbers chilly, 

Whom I may not see in mortal guise 
May visit me in dreams. 

So, serenely, watch I'm keeping. 
While my babies all are sleeping. 
For perhaps this very midnight 
Will may reach the garden-gate ; 
And I'll deck my hair with roses — 
For he shall not find me weeping. 
Nor be grieved in thought that waiting 
Was for me a hapless fate. 



Ill 



In this cool September weather 
My heart is like a feather. 

Though no tidings yet have reached me 
Of the wanderer away ; 
For an old sea-farer wrote me — 
Pride and daring, both together 
(Will always was a venturous lad) 
Have tempted him to stay/' 
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But I know that if he tarries. 
Such the home-love Willie carries. 
It is all because of danger 
As he nears the stormy Horn. 
If great ice-floes wall the ship there; 
And, there, high the tempest harries — 
What must follow ? what must happen ? 
And i^ain I weep, forlorn. 



Sleep deserts my restless pillow. 
And the south-wind in the willow 
To my listening ear is laden 
With a cry of deep distress. 
" Ah, God I 'tis his," I murmur, 
" Upon the treacherous billow ; 
With hunger, pain and peril 
He still wrestles in duress." 



The weeks pass on. Abounding 

Is the harvest-time, and, rounding 

The season with her plenty. 

Bright October stands confessed. 
Now, househcJd cares increasing, 
And the children's mirth, resounding. 
Keep quiet long the sorrow 
That broods within my breast 
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SUSPENSE. 

Yet when I hear the thrushes 
All in the sunset flushes, 

'Mid autumn's gold and scarlet 
On forest, field, and lea, 
I bethink me of the frost-crags. 
And the ghastly solemn hushes, 
For the weary voyager drifting 
On the bleak Antarctic sea. 

Oh ! for some hopeful token j * * * 
As if the Lord had spoken, 
A comet's fiery splendor 
Flashes up the waiting sky ! 
And yet the morning stars shine on 
In harmony unbroken ; — 
And, lo ! thereat my grateful soul 
Takes on a courage high. 

IV 

Oh ! the boom and crash of thunder 
Rending heaven and earth in sunder; 
And, anon, a fearful stillness — 
Save a muffled funeral knell. 
But the children shout and gambol, — 
Can it really be, I wonder ? 
Or has my trouble crazed me ? 
Or is it Satan's spell ? 
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SUSPENSE. 

^ A month of illness ? " say you. 
Kind neighbor ? Call, I pray you. 
My Mary. She will tend me. 
And let the others come. 
I will not need you longer. 
But I've only love to pay you. 

If ever Will — * you know it all ? 
Yes — Yes — I will ' be still.' " 

Ah, dear ones — mother's better 
Can I * read the precious letter ? ' 
Yes — indeed, full ten times over. 
Ah, hands — ah, head, too weak. — 
You'll be patient yet with mother. 
And nothing do to fret her — 
Just as ever — won't you, darlings. 
While the fever's on her cheek ? 



The snow falls. I remember — 
It really is December; 

The long blank weeks of sickness 
Bring Christmas almost here. 
I sit among my children 
In health, once more a member 
Of all their plans and projects 
For that festival so dear. 
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SUSPENSE, 

To my heart I keep repeating 
That my life is fleeting — fleeting ; 
Yet I fancy I am cheerful, 
And I strive to be content- 
But by words and looks of pity, 
That the children give me, cheating 
Myself, alone, I fear me, 
With an issueless intent. 



One says — " Give over musing — 
Brain and heart so long confusing. 
Seek merchants in the city, 
And mark well what they say; 
For they know of tides and currents — 
Fathom all the sailors' choosing, — 
Seasons, trade-winds, moods, and reasons 
Every anchor that they weigh." 



But I cannot make me ready, 
Firm of nerve, in courage steady 
To receive the confirmation 
Of my apalling fears. 
So I bide me with my children, 
And my sickly, suffering Neddy — 
Baby, though he is — beguiles me 
Of my sighs and tears. 
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SUSPENSE. 

For when lightnings flash, and thunder 
Smites the lurid air asunder, 

Still he smiles ; and, all the storm past, 
Marks with joy the rainbow's rings. 
" Does not God, who spreads this splendor,' 
Whispers he, with looks of wonder, 
" Over all things, wheresoever, 
Span the shelter of His wings ? " 



The Christmas bells are ringing. 
The neighbors, all, are bringing 
Good wishes ; and the children 

With their glee the whole house fill. 
What mean they ? * ♦ ♦ Who is this 
His arms around me flinging ? — 
O Ruler of the winds and waves ! 
Forgive my fears ! — 'Tis Will. 



ROSABEL 




ONE and desolate thou art, 
Hearing in thy widowed heart, 
Rosabel, sweet Rosabel, 
How the winds of winter rave 
O'er a distant, nameless grave ; 
Still thou standest like a queen. 
Sorrow-thralled yet proud, serene. 
Not one sigh breathes of regret. 
Never tear thine eyelids wet. 

Crowned with sadness, — ^yet to thee 
Joy's domain had opened free, 
Rosabel, sweet Rosabel ! 

Child of light ! this midnight hour 
Glows as morning with thy dower, 

Rosabel, dear Rosabel ! 
Spectres dire, by doubt evoked. 
In funereal garments cloaked. 
Haunting all our darkened wa3rs. 
Flee before thy fearless gaze, — 
Or an angel band become, 
Blessing thy grief-shadowed home, 
Rosabel, dear Rosabel. 
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ROSABEL 

For thou gatherest to thy heart 

Sympathies for lives apart 

Saintly splendor, though they wear 
Print of earthly pain and care ; 

And, omnipotent, they sway 

Baleful dolor's stern array, 

Till through sorrow's wild surcease 
Floats thy silvery song of peace — 
Rosabel, sweet Rosabel. 

Valiantly thy woman's soul 
Abnegated Love's control. 

Echoed War's alarum clear; 

Brought the glittering sword and spear, 
Kissed with fearless lips the steel,- 
By thy self-renouncing zeal 

Nerved thy loved one for the fight, 

Kept him with thy faith bedight, 
Rosabel, brave Rosabel. 

Ah ! he fell. — But sealed his claim 
To a martyred patriot's name ; 

With his life-blood, dust to dust 

Yielding in heroic trust. 
Thus he fell, and thou, henceforth, 
Treadst alone the paths of earth ; 

Yet no sigh breathes thy regret, 

And no tears thine eyelids wet, 
Rosabel, dear Rosabel. 
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ROSABEL. 

Plain and simple village lass — 
Flattered ne'er by voice or glass, 

Rosabel, sweet Rosabel. 
Now thy steadfast loyalty 
As a robe enfoldeth thee, 

Hath transfigured form and face, 

Given dignity and grace ; 
With the sacrifice it brought 
Burnt as dross all earthly thought ; 

Called thy queenly soul to be 

Compeer of true royalty, 
Rosabel, brave RosabeL 
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UNBELIEF. 




VER the hills of unbelief 

A heart of pride went strayingl 
In the low vallies, bowed with grief, 
Sweet saintly souls were praying ; 
" Fling cavils wide," they meekly cried, — 
" Sad, sad is your quest 
In search of rest, 
O brother enthralled by scorn and pride ! " 

O heart of pride ! in the vallies low 

The peace of God abideth ; 
And the steadfast dwellers therein shall know 

Of the rest that He provideth. 
Thence hope shall rise, and pierce the skies, 
And the saintly souls 
Where faith controls 
To a glorious freedom at length arise. 
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THE CONTEST. 




ILENTLY the snowflakes fall, 

Mantling marsh and meadow; 
Quiet peace reigns over all — 
A delusive shadow. 
Outward, calm — within, unrest; 

Anxious hearts are trembling 
Lest the hope that fills the breast 
Be the snow resembling. 

Far away 
Loven ones mingle in the fray; 
And they murmur under breath, — 
" Shall the victory be of death ? " 

In the silence fancy hears. 

Loud, the bugles calling; 
And a voice familiar cheers 

With a zeal appalling, 
Lineaments beloved, revealed 

By the sabre's flashing, 
Sees, — the boldest on the field 

Swift to danger dashing ! 
Of the snow. 

Falling silently and slow, 
Spectral fingers weave and wave 
Their pale garments o'er the brave. 
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THE CONTEST. 

Thou, whose all-pervading arm 

Guides the storm of battle, 
Shield and save our loved from harm 

Where the death-shots rattle! 
Upward from the din and strife. 

With a grandeur royal, 
Into thy extatic life 

Lift each spirit loyal! 
In thy care. 

Whatsoe'er they do or dare 
With thy glory all aflame, 
Death, or life, shall be the same. 

Through the clouds the sunlight breaks, 

Joy and beauty bringing; 
And a new creation wakes 

From those beams up-springing; — 
In, as out, the rays divine, 

On their holy mission 
With increasing splendor shine. 

For the soul's sad vision. 
Fears are o'er ; 

Peace retumeth as of yore, — 
Like a river flowing free 
Through the heart sustained by Thee. 
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A LOYAL WREATH. 



PUREST lilies, leaning low, 
Rouse from your languor pining. 
^^-^ O red, red roses lend your glow 
With summer sunlight shining ! 
O bluest harebells, listlessly. 

No longer silent quiver. 
Your loudest chimes ring full and free 
Above the singing river! 

Sweet blossoms, ye, of peace and love, 

And types of beauty royal. 
Today all others prized above, — 

A triad brightly loyal. 
The white, the red, the blue we trace, 

A soldier's wreath to fashion, 
And twine about a pictured face. 

With sighs of deep compassion. 

Fair river, in thy careless glee, 

Of joy and glory singing. 
Thy current to the summer sea 

Goes, tidal treasures flinging; 
Would that upon thy bosom cast 

These nestlings of the arbor, 
All ports and treacherous bayous passed, 

Might reach a distant harbor I 
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A LOYAL WREATH. 

Might carry to a sufferer pale 

A balm of surest healing — 
A breeze from northern homesteads hale 

Through the miasma stealing, 
So, we, today our garlands twine, 

The while petitions breathing. 
Like votaries at a saintly shrine 

The cherished semblance wreathing. 

Though uttered not a single word, 

The prayer Heaven's temple reaching,- 
The red rose — love and health restored - 

The lily — peace beseeching — 
The harebell blue — the leal and true 

From all estrangement keeping, — 
To bind the ties of home anew, 

And give us songs for weeping. 



Thus sang sweet voices, soft and low, 

Beneath the sky of June; 
The light breeze wandering to and fro 

Caught up the homely tune; 
And all the summer days to me 

Its tender cadence tolled. 
Whene'er swift-ebbing to the sea 

The restless current rolled. 
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A LOYAL WREATH. 

But when the clouds of autumn rose, 
And bright flowers shrank from view, 

The echoing words a solemn close, 
A heavier burden knew. 



Not your bright hues and sweet perfumes 

For one in duress pining, 
We crave, fair flowers, those fragile blooms 

No more our love is twining. 
A chaplet of imfading bays 

To deck the grave's dark portal, 
We bring with patient faith today,— 

Pre-figuring the immortal. 

Not his the pomp and din of war. 

The muskets' furious rattle. 
The bugles' blare, the cannons' roar. 

The tumult wild of battle. 
Yet fiercer, sharper, surer still 

The throes that rent his spirit, 
All righteous purpose to fulfil, 

All glory to inherit. 

O Thou, upon whose bleeding brow 
The crown of thorns once pressing. 

But added strength to keep Thy vow, — 
For curses giving blessing, 
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A LOYAL WREATH. 

Thou knowest well the tortures dire 
The foes' red hand went heaping 

On the brave heart, that would not tire 
Its trust heroic keeping ; 

While dungeon dark, and anguish keen. 

And death most stern and gory. 
Were naught — if thus might hasten in 

The nation's rescued glory. 
Thou didst the sacrifice accept — 

Thou, who art truth eternal ; 
For humblest souls who truth have kept 

In Thy sight stand supernal. 

His bloodless crown of victory, 

Whom heaviest tribulation 
Could firmer fiix in faith on Thee, 

To free through him the nation. 
We proudly bring, — for such as he, 

Thy will, O Lord ! fulfilling. 
Speed on for us the jubilee 

Of peace and union willing. 
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A SOLDIER'S GRAVE* 




In war-time. 
I 

LOSSOMS of early summer — roses red, 

In bud or open flower; 
And glowing cardinals, in haste to spread 
Their splendor for this hour; 
And purple pansies, with their starry eyes ; 

And blue forget-me-not; 
And pure white lilies — with the glad surprise 

Of violets late, forgot; 
Gather with loving fingers when the sun 
Sheds his last rays their drooping leaves upon. 

II 

Bring verdurous laurels, mingled with the sprays 

Of gadding myrtle-knots, 
With after gleanings from the woodland ways ; 

And from the garden plots 
A generous interfuse of light and gloom, 

Emerald and chrysoprase, 
To match the tintings of each gathered bloom ; 

And, while the eve-star stays, 
Weave, gentle sisters, in a beauteous twine 
These votive offerings, as for sacred shrine. 
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A SOLDIERS GRAVE, 
III 

'Tis but a lowly grave. The elm's long arms 

Droop lovingly around, — 
As if in sorrow — from all hurts and harms 

Yearning to keep the mound. 
Here, in this lonely spot, in that long sleep 1 

Which no reveille breaks, 
And angels guard above the slumberer keep, 

His rest a soldier takes ; 
Unknown to him the budding bays prepared 
In glorious peace, by valiant comrades shared. 

IV 
Therefore her garlands of the colors three. 

Bound with her hopeful faith, 
Affection brings; her gift to loyalty 

That triumphed over death. 
Ye quivering aspens, in your serried lines, 

His sacred ashes o'er. 
Keep tireless watch ! And all ye sighing pines. 

Upon the wild winds pour 
A ceaseless threnody, for him who gave 
The glory of his prime to this low grave ! 

V 

Sunbeams munificent, and bounteous showers. 

In constant interchange 
Scatter your largess here. To these fair bowers 

Blight and decay be strange. 
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A SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 

Pale moonlight, in your duteous course illume 
With softest rays this mound ! 

And all ye constellations, through the gloom 
Of midnight hour profound, 

Glittering in solemn grandeur, evermore 

Hang mournfully this sad enclosure o'er ! 

VI 

Ask not if wealth, or power, or fame were his. 

Vain, questioning world ! 
Enough that he, self-poised, all energies 

Into the conflict hurled. 
And from War's crimson surges rose baptised — 

Though by the hand of death. 
Regenerate thenceforth — immortalized. 

And Honor's record saith 
His life-blood marks her page with high renown, 
Bright as the ancient names that wore her crown. 



OUR SAINTS. 




N graves forgotten, far away, 
The sunshine falls, the breezes play ; 
The grass uplifts its verdure there. 

And gracious odors freight the air; 

For Spring, above the sleeping dust, 

Assumes again her sacred trust. 

There sleep the brave — the brave who fell 
Amid the din of shot and shell; 
And fierce sedition's traitorous sword 
Rusts, broken, where their blood was poured. 
The conflict o'er, they sweetly rest. 
As on a loving mother's breast. 

When the great angel. Death, outspread 
His mighty wings of awful dread 
Above the smoke and sulphurous flame. 
He sainted e'en their humblest name ; 
And they, who laid their young lives down 
For peace and freedom, earned that crown. 
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OUR SAINTS. 

Not martyrs of the olden days 

Who braved the rack, the fagot's blaze, — 

Not anchorite of cell and serge, 

With prayer and fast and tireless scourge. 

Followed so close the Crucified 

As those who there for brethren died. 



Our saints are they. And comrades dear. 
Spared to repose with kindred here, 
We deem the same. The trust is ours 
Of verdure fresh and fairest flowers. 
From year to year, to kindly strew 
The hallowed sod they sleep below. 

Though not upon the battle-field 
Their loyalty by death they sealed; 
Yet, green in memory, evermore. 
Be kept the fearful ills they bore; 
And children's children straightly taught 
All that they suffered, all they wrought. 

And — Heaven be praised ! — the sons, estranged, 
No longer foes, today are ranged 
As loving brothers ; side by side 
Their graves may be, and grateful pride 
Adorn them all alike — the fray 
Forgotten in this blessed day! 
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OUR SAINTS. 

And other sons there are, who gave 
Life's primal glory to the wave 
That sweeps o'er treacherous trc^c-kejrs. 
And coral reefs of Indian seas. 
And sings in deepest grief for them 
A never-ending requiem. 

All — all — , in His unerring sight 
Who sees and marks each deed aright 
Stand sanctified — apostles, sent 
To serve through death His high intent. 
Oh! wheresoever their dust is laid 
Be honors high, and reverence, paid ! 
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TREES. 




OR the glorious trees we bless Thee, 
O Father, thou Maker of all ! 
For their ever-uprising anthem 
That doth for our voices call ; 
For their peaceful hymns the breezes 

Bear forth to complaining man; 
For their hallelujah- welcomes 
To the storm-king's furious clan. 

For the glorious trees we bless Thee, 

O Father, our Friend and God! 
For the trees that grow and flourish 

Upon this terrestrial sod ; 
Yet, more, for that tree, we bless Thee, 

In the city of Thy repose — 
For the tree of Life, whose leaflets 

Shall heal us of all our woes ! 
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 




HE ccx>l, clear brain that, unperplexed, 
Discreetly ruled with gentlest sway 
The nation, by dissension vexed. 
Through treason's long and bloody day ; 

The noble heart by sorrows rent. 

That from a cheerful mien and calm, — 

So strong in its sublime intent, — 

Could pour o'er others' wounds a balm ; 

The liberal hand, that knew its power. 

Dispensing justice far and wide. 
Yet filled with generous deeds each hour, 

And never mercy's plea denied; 

The soul sincere, by word and deed 
Tracing in living light truth's laws, — 

To gain at last a martyr's meed, 

Earth's grateful tears, Heaven's high applause. 

What wondrous blessings these have wrought 

In humblest faith, in holy fear. 
Order from chaos once more brought, 

Union and peace from discord drear! 
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WILLIAM MCKINLEY. 




!LOSE to the shadow of God's throne, 
And clinging to God's arm of 
might — 
To him in early youth made known — 

A godly man, a blameless knight ; 
On his white shield of truth engrossed 
The symbol of the Christian host 

So passed he here — God's gracious will 
Making his own. When duty called 

To serve his country, or to fill 
Her highest station, unappalled. 

Serene — sublime — e'en when must come 

By the assassin's hand his doom. 

God grant this martyr's blood may prove 

A healing balm to cure dissent! 
Rulers and ruled, in faith and love, 

To our just laws obedient; 
And this beloved land henceforth 

Owned bv all nations chief of earth ! 

ff 
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PHILLIPS BROOKS. 




HEART, great heart, above all creeds. 
Whose garment, wide, of brotherhood 
Earth-cumbered souls, with all their 
needs, 
Enfolded in its plenitude! 

No tenets tied thy wide-winged faith. 
No rite nor rubric cramped thy soul ; 

But simply what the Master saith 
Held word and deed in glad control ; 

With awful reverence bending low 

Before the Fatherhood Divine; 
And yet the grace and truth didst know 

Down-flowing from the sacred sign. 

To that calm height uplifting all. 
For clearer view of heavenly things. 

Where sweeter sounds the gospel call. 
And Peace her dews of blessing brings. 
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PHILLIPS BROOKS. 

We must not mourn, we will not grieve, 
That at the noon thy task is done, 

And the freed spirit may receive 
The rest, the joy so bravely won. 

Lol the soft cords of love he drew 
To stronger ties of brotherhood 

More silken shine — with radiance new — 
Since in the flesh with us he stood ! 

So let all hearts, in union sweet. 
Still trace the path his feet have trod, 

To make man's brotherhood complete 
The perfect fatherhood of God. 



109 



DEPARTING SUMMER. 




' ARRY awhile, O gentle stmmier days» 
Beside our shadowed ways ! 
Lend us the blessed calm, the sweet repose 
That from your presence flows. 

Not the rich bursts of melody and joy 
That make your chief employ; 
Not the full splend(H- of your plenitude 
With vigorous life endued. 

Only the softened echoes of your lays» 
And your serenest rays, — 
Reminding us of melody and grace 
No longer here we trace. 

Voices, whence pain's severest discipline 

But loving tones could win; 

Dear glances, grateful; smiles of perfect peace, 

Waiting timers glad release, 

We hear, we see no more, — their spirits range 
Beyond this realm of change; 
Now on the eternal shore of perfect joy 
They join Heaven's high employ. 
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DEPARTING SUMMER, 

Yet on your brightest scenes, that fade so fast, 
Those dear eyes looked their last ; 
And those hushed lips their last farewell of praise 
Gave you, fair Summer days. 

Therefore a hallowed reflex all things wear, 
O Summer, in thy care! 

And that deep peace thy vanished hours retain 
Fain would our spirits gain. 

A benediction, as of saintly hands 

Severing sin's fettering bands, 

Breathes in each breeze, shines in thy genial skies, 

And dries Griefs tearful eyes. 

Oh I linger yet. To Autumn's sombre hours 
Lend thy enchanting powers! 
Whatever cheer this shadowy world may claim 
We cherish in thy name. 
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ENTERING PORT. 




HE fog blows in from the ocean, 

And the breakers are dashing high. 
But, all unheeding the danger, 
A bold bark draweth nigh. 

Her sails, like a bird's white pinions, 

Spread gaily upon the breeze. 
Though the billows are sighing sadly 

And the sea-gull homeward flees. 

Delay, O breeze, thy fury 

Till over the harbor-bar 
The ship has passed in safety, 

With her costly freight from afar. 

Ah I precious that cargo, priceless 
The lives in her keeping placed; 

Bear up on thy bosom. Ocean, 
A bark so nobly graced ; 

We know the form of the Spoiler 
Bestrides thy treacherous waves. 

And with the heart's best treasures 
Would fill thy silent caves. 
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ENTERING PORT, 

But the mother weeps and watches, 
And the bride uplifts a prayer; 

List — list to their wild entreaties, 
And the sailor once more spare! 

Reveal, O spires and steeples, 
Your sunset crowns once more, 

Through the cruel veil concealing 
The dangers of the shore ! . . 

Like a shadow the fog disperses, 
The winds their fury cease. 

As if from the brightening heavens 
A spirit had whispered — " Peace. 
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Take courage, brave hearts! Onward! 

The signal flag hang out, — 
Let the pilot lead to your mooring 

With many a joyous shout. . . . 



O Port of the Great Hereafter! 

Thy harbor lights are dim. 
But we have a Pilot Omniscient — 

We're safe — we are safe with Him 1 
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COME OVER THE HILLS TO THE SEA. 




(Set to music by F. W. Smith.) 

OME over the hills to the sea, love! 
Come over the hills to the sea ! 
Where the sun looks down from the arch- 
ing sky, 
And the wild winds wander free. 
From the dismal woods, and the stifling town, 

Come, love, with your drooping heart! 
And the mighty voice of the ocean here 
Will bid all grief depart. 

We will think no more of the sad, sad past, 

All joy shall our future be; 
And we'll muse at will on her kingdom vast, 

As we gaze on the open sea. 
We will watch the sun from his morning couch 

Ascend to his topmost throne, 
And fondly mark at the twilight hour 

Where his lingering rays have shone. 
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COME OVER THE HILLS TO THE SEA. 

When the moon conies up from the glittering tide, 

As if from her diamond caves, 
We'll list to the song of her vassal throng — 

The ever-restless waves. 
Where the fisher-boats rock on the yesty deep 

Shall our thoughts in their roving go ; 
And the white sea-gulls, like our glad hearts seen'. 

As they waver to and fro. 

Oh ! the sea to us shall a picture be 

Of our happy future, love! 
With its ceaseless song, and its vassal-throng, 

And its blue sky bent above. 
So come over the hills to the sea, love! 

Come over the hills to the sea! 
Forget the past, our lot is cast 

By the side of the glorious sea! 
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AFTER THE STORM. 




VER the nearer meadows, 
And up the distant steep, 
Fast — still faster — and faster 
The twilight shadows creep. 
And not a living creature 

Seen through all the lonely dale; 
While in the shivering hemlocks 
I hear the south wind wail. 

And wildly cries the river 

Adown its rocky bed — 
A cry that fills my spirit 

With a bitter, nameless dread. 
And I see far-off in the valley 

A glimpse of spectral white; 
It nears, comes nearer swiftly, 

Out of the murky night. 

Is it a pale hand beckoning me? 

And wavering to and fro? — 
Heart, still thy frantic throbbing — 

I cannot — must not — go. 
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AFTER THE STORM. 

And yet, perhaps, he beckons 

In dire extremity. 
O God, look down! — have pity, 

Avert this agony! 

Hark, hark I a sound long listened 

Floats up the gloomy vale. 
Now river, rushing fiercely, — 

Nor wind with doleful wail — 
Is heeded, while I mingle 

My voice in joyous swell, — 
All's well, all's well," repeating. 

With the chime of Brindle's bell. 

The cows are hurrying homeward, 

I must haste to lower the bars. 
That is Molly Jersey's lowing 

That my merry music mars. 
The spectral hand has vanished — 

'Twas but Brindle's face so white. 
Strange, such foolish fears possess me ! — 

John will surely come tonight. 

How this lantern flares and flickers, — 

Or are my eyes so dim? 
There's heavy weather near us, 

And the moon looks pale and grim. 

"7 



AFTER THE STORM. 

" Soh, Molly ! soh, my beauty ! 

Come up — come up, Moll! — 
Is that you, neighbor, skulking 

Behind the hemlock knoll? 

"Oh! that's not neighborly — come forward. 

Why not? What's the news? 
Did you hear the last arrival? 

See any of the crews? 
They say the Dick and the Dolly Ann 

Came in with heavy fares. 
They're lucky — don't you think so ? 

My John — he went on shares. 

" * What name ' ? The pink-stern Flora. 

And John, he's skipper's mate. 
The neatest craft, they tell me. 

And staunchest in the state. 
I think the Flora must be in, 

But, John, he'd have to stay 
Till every man aboard her 

Had his share or drew his pay. 

" And then he'd want to barter 
His fish, — then, think of me, — 

Then go clear down to Hueston's 
Just to get my favorite tea. 
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AFTER THE STORM. 

There's no mother in the county 

That has a better son, 
I think he'll be here, surely. 

Before my milking* s done. 

" Let you finish up the milking ? 

No, no, I thank you, sir. 
Not Molly — she is Johnnie's — 

No hands but mine touch her. 
Soh, Brindle! Just a minute! 

There — Perhaps you'll kindly see 
If the racks are filled — the stanchions 

Just as they ought to be. 

" Now — Molly — ( she's so gentle — ) 

Why, what ails my pet tonight? 
How she watches all your motions! 

And her brown eyes are so bright. 
Bless me! Well — I wonder — 

How you stir and shake the hay! 
So generous, too. Why, really, — 

You've just my Johnnie's way ! 

" It is, indeed ! O Johnnie ! 

You're dear old mammy's son. 
To think I didn't know you, 

So stout and tall you've grown ' 
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AFTER THE STORM. 

There — there — just finish up the milking — 

My sight ain't very clear 
And I am all a-tremble 

It's come so sudden, dear. 

" That * storm of Friday ' ? Oh ! I know it ! 
How the hemlocks groaned and tossed ! 

* Wrecked ' — that stout, staunch Flora ? 

* And all her catch, too, lost ' ? 

* Not a single cent to bring me ' ; — 

" Well, you've brought yourself, my boy, — 
I cannot talk for weeping, 
But my heart is full of joy. 

" So many mothers mourning ! 
So many widows made ! 

* Fourteen,' you say. Oh ! Johnnie, 

We must surely give them aid. 
Grod comfort them, and bless them — 

He can, and only He ; 
And make me truly grateful 

That you are spared to me." 
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A GOOD PLACE 




fON'T talk of hard times and no work to be 
had, 
Nor call " bosses " a tyrannous set : 
Don't say that the world, going fast to the bad 

Has nothing for you but regret. 
There's a good place waiting for you, my friend, 

A good place waiting for you ; 
If only your eyes and your ears you will lend 
The good and the right to pursue. 

Don't join the rough rabble, the turbulent crowd. 

They are allies of sloth and of sin ; 
They only would rob you of what you are proud. 

And nothing from them can you win. 
There's a good place waiting, indeed, my friend, 

A good place waiting for you, — 
And for all who their eyes and their ears will lend 

The good and the right to pursue. 
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A GOOD PLACE. 

You know what is right, and you know what is 
wrong ; 

From the wrong be sure always to flee, 
And you never will fail of a smile and a song 

The darkest day ever you see. 
There's a good place waiting for you, my friend ; 

A good place waiting for you. 
If only your eyes and your ears you will lend 

The good and the right to pursue. 

The faithful, the honest, the diligent soul 

Finds, somewhere, his place, in some way ; 
Where honor and competence own his control, 

And happiness fills up each day. 
Oh ! that is the good place waiting, my friend ! 

The good place waiting for you ; 
And for all who their eyes and their ears will lend 

The good and the right to pursue. 



LAUGHTER. 




H 1 dreary and dark as midnight on ocean, 
Would the days of our pilgrimage be 
If to earth were unknown all the joyful 
emotion 
That springeth from innocent glee. 
Like the flash of a meteor lighting with glory 

For an instant the sombre-hued skies 
Is the laugh that she brings to the young and the 
hoary 
With the glance of her luminous eyes. 

The dismal-browed daughters of Envy and Malice 

She gives not a beck, nor a call ; 
They would turn all the wine that she has in her 
chalice 

To draughts of the bitterest gall. 
But if peaceful Contentment our footsteps at- 
tendeth 

She comes dancing along by our side ; 
And her cheer evermore with alacrity lendeth 

When care needs a helper or guida 
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SAINT RANIERL 




N those old days when Pisa, 
Sdf-willed and opulent. 
Knew not the strength of virtue^ 
The wealth of calm content ; 
Her rulers leagued with folly. 

Her nobles steeped in sin. 
Whom nought but ghostly council 

From evil ways could win. 
The young count, Ranieri, 

One of her proudest sons. 
Beheld a wondrous vision — 
So the quaint legend runs : 

A golden vase, descending 

The cloudless, sapphire sky, 
With countless gems resplendent. 

Dazzled his gazing eye. 
But fumes dense, dark, and horrid, 

Arose within the vase. 
From blazing pitch and sulphur, 

Soon shrouding all the place. 
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SAINT RANIERL 

And none could quench that burning 

Still fiercer grew the flame, 
Till one in shining raiment 

To Ranieri came, 
A crystal pitcher bearing 

Filled from a mountain stream, 
And to his hands he gave it. 

Then vanished from the dream. 



In haste rose Ranieri, 

Three drops, so clear and cold. 
Poured from the brimming vessel. 

Where the furious flames uprolled. 
And, lo! the fires died, hissing, 

The smoke-clouds fled from sight, 
Once more the vase shone, golden. 

With a celestial light. 

O precious gift, and mighty! 

What miracle was thine? 
Upon his knees, repentant. 

The young count read the sign : 
Hot tempers, raging passions. 

That in the heart abide. 
By temperance quelled and chastened 

At length are sanctified. 
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SAINT RANIERL 

Henceforth, the flesh subduing 

By appetites controlled, 
Ranieri delta acqua, 

Men called him, and enrolled 
His name with saints most holy; 

For humble, pure, and good. 
His simple drink and diet 

To him proved angels' food. 
And marvellous are the stories 

The Pisans tell today. 
Of his purity and beauty. 

And the power that in them lay. 
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LEONARDO'S REVENGE* 




LEAMED the prior's eyes with passion 
Underneath his beetling brows — 
Eyes just lifted from the missal 
Where he falsely conned his vows; 
And his voice, that led the vespers, 

With devotion tremulous, 
Trembled now with hottest anger, 
Dealing curses furious. 

For the fair-browed Leonardo, 

With his gentle ways and true, 
In the duke's most gracious favor 

Had supplanted him, he knew. 
" Paltry dauber ! to thy pigments ! " 

Hissed he from his closed lips. 
" Didst thou come between our friendships, 

All my sunlight to eclipse? 

" Short shall be thy vaunted triumph. 

Blasted all thy dreams of fame ; 
Death, itself, may pay the forfeit. 

But I yield thee not my claim." 
So with wily words and gestures 

He good Ludovico snared, 
Till the duke, grown stern, no trial 

Leonardo's pencil spared. 
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LEONARDO'S REVENGE, 

With unwonted harshness bade him 

E'er the season came again 
Show some proof that his high praises 

Had not been bestowed in vain. 
Meddy Leonardo listened. 

With a throbbing heart went forth, — 
Throbbing — angry at the insult — 

Proud and rich in conscious worth. 

Came before him in his musings. 

With all blessed memories blent. 
Visions of the Holy Supper 

When the last sad testament 
Jesus gave his band of followers. 

Bowed with anguish, yet serene; 
And with tireless fingers wrought he 

To depict the sacred scene. 

Fitting subject for his genius, 

And most gloriously it rose, — 
Glowing with the zeal that filled him 

As ne thought on Jesus' woes ; 
He had ne'er denied — betrayed — him, 

Had he sat with Him at meat, 
And, henceforth, in all His footsteps 

Would he walk with patient feet. 
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LEONARDO'S REVENGE. 

Yet unfinished was the picture, 

For, in truest meekness, he 
Dared not touch the Master's features 

Shrinking at Divinity. 
And the traitor's hateful visage. 

Dreaded long, not yet portrayed. 
In its embryonic chaos 

Unevoked to life yet laid, — 



When the envious prior muttered 

"Bold, indeed, this ^ work of thine! 
High thy flight . — so, surer, deeper. 

Shall I see thy swift decline. 
All unequal are thy powers 

To depict a scene so rare ; 
Ludovico's choice, I fear not — 

Thou, to feel his wrath, prepare! 
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The malignant scowl that followed. 

Like a flash of lightning stirred 
All the bosom of the painter. 

And Satanic power conferred; 
Furiously his pencil seized he — 

Judas rose within his place, — 
From the canvas scowled defiance, 

With the prior's hideous face ! 
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LEONARDO'S REVENGE. 

Shudderingly his work surveyed he; 

Passion's tide was ebbing, fast ; 
And, in deep contrition, kneeled he, 

For this wreck of patience passed. 
Not till with most bitter weeping 

He had shrived him over-much. 
Did he dare the Saviour's features 

With his sinful hand to touch. 



Then they smiled benignly on him, 

As he wrought their glory out. 
O'er the picture's baldest spaces 

Threw a wondrous .grace about ; 
With celestial splendor raying 

All the solemn scene, until 
Whoso gazed upon the picture. 

Awe-struck, owned the artist's skill. 



j Yet whene'er looked Leonardo 

On those lineaments divine. 
He bethought him how the traitor 

Stood of fierce revenge the sign. 
And long years of humblest patience 

Ne'er did expiation win 
From his conscience stern, yet tender, 

For that black and fearful sin. 

130 



LEONARDO'S REVENGE. 

Ah! amid our highest efforts 

Evil oft intrudes its face, 
And upon our fairest labors 

Leaves forevermore its trace. 
Human passions! human errors! 

For the weakness we deplore, 
Let us seek His aid at all times 

Who can succor and restore! 
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TRUE WORSHIP. 




Coliseum ivy (Hedera Romana) gathered from 
the roof of the grand cathedral, Milan, Italy, 

FRAGILE flower! thy humble life 

Was as a constant hymn of praise ; 
Thou, from thy brimming incense-cup, 
A ceaseless offering didst raise ; 
More grateful to the Lord of Hosts 
Was the glad homage of thy smile, 
Than all the riches men have g^ven 

To deck the consecrated pile 
Whereon thy dwelling-place was fixed — 

The holy temple of the Lord ; 
Ah ! that the gifts their hands have made 
Should by the givers be adored! 

Well may they learn, O simple flower, 
A needed lesson, e'en from thee — 

To worship God in perfect truth, 
In meekness, and in purity ; — 

In quietness a perfume lend 

From morning dawn to evening close, — 
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TRUE WORSHIP. 

Thy tribute, this — thy works of good — 
To every breeze that round thee blows. 

No costly gems, no urns of gold, 
Nor fragrance brought from foreign shores 

Can show the burning love that glows 
Within the heart that thus adores. 

Unceasingly this fragrance sweet 

Its blessing sheds on all around — 
The beauty of an inner life, 

That wasteth only to abound. 
Oh I when will man forsake the pomps. 

The vanities, the world can give, 
And turning unto Nature's book 

Consider how the lilies live; 
And listen to the joyful chime 

Their slender bells so freely ring — 
The anthem of a soul sincere, 

In humble service to its King. 
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NOVEMBER CLOUDS- 




LOUDS of gray November lour, 

Winds among the leaveless trees, 
And through every faded bower, 
Sound their saddest symphonies ; 



Or across the stormy plain, 
And along the lonely mere. 

Mutter 'mid the sleet and rain, 
" Gloomy winter draweth near. 
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" Gloomy winter I " Say not so — 
Grumbling, groaning, ingrate Wind \ 

Hearts their sternest, sharpest woe 
In their own despondence find. 

Joy, whatever the season, waits 
Every hopeful soul to cheer ; 

Captious, croaking doubt creates 
Many a sorrow dark and drear. 

Let us say when winter comes — 
** God be praised for life and health, 

And the love that crowns our homes," — 
Be our portion want or wealth. 
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NOVEMBER CLOUDS. 

Day by day mayhap our bread 
Scantly from His store may fall ; 

Yet His gracious hand is spread 
Wide in blessing over all. 

So when storms come howling round, 
And the snows are drifting high, 

Count the mercies that abound — 
God's free gifts that near us lie. 

There will be no time nor room 
Then for murmuring complaint; 

In the place of faithless gloom, 

Hope will rest, through all, content. 
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MYRRH, FRANKINCENSE AND GOLD. 
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ET us follow the Magi of old, 

And our gifts to the Christ-child take ; 
The myrrh, frankincense, and gold — 
A joyous thankoffering to make. 

Ah ! the myrrh — 'tis mortality's pain, 

Its bitterness, poverty, grief; 
He hath known it full well — not in vain 

Have we cried unto Him for relief. 

Frankincense : our labors, our prayers, 
For his censer. He, sinless High Priest, 

All our sins and infirmities bears, 

And His pardon makes bliss for the feast. 

Oh, the gold ! He is King — 'tis His due — 
All the treasures that earth can afford. 

To establish His kingdom anew. 
And crown Him supremely the Lord. 

Though a desert the path that we tread, 
And darkling as night be our day, 

The star that to Bethlehem first led 
Will cheer and illumine the way. 
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MYRRH, FRANKINCENSE AND GOLD, 

And the song of the angels' great joy 
Will awaken response in each heart, 

Till we join in their blessed employ, 
And claim in their service a part. 

Sing loud hallelujahs ! Uplift 
Glad anthems of melody sweet, 

To exalt the Unspeakable Gift, 

And bring the whole world to His feet ! 
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THE ETERNAL CHRISTMAS- 




NLY a little while longer, 
Of troublous days a few, 
Then, an eternal Christmas, 
For all the tried and true ; 
Afar from these changeful seasons, 
In a world forever new ; — 

Where never comes sorrow, nor sighing,— 

Nor pain, nor any unrest. 
In the light of His glorious presence 

Who once was Bethlehem's gfuest; — 
There the hungry shall be sated, 

The weary find sweet rest 
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CHRISTMAS-EVE 




HE chill snow lieth on plain and hill, 
Guarding the graves of the summer 
flowers ; 
The singing streamlets are mute and still 

In their icy sleep through these wintry hours; 
The trees, like skeletons stark and stem, 

Their bare boughs toss on the frosty air ; 
And the wind goes moaning at every turn 
For the fearful burden his pinions bear. 

But over the desolate scene is spanned 

In all its glory the starry sky, 
And we seem to hear 'mid its glistening band 

The song of the angels gliding by. 
Away all sorrow and gloom we'll cast, 

And join with them in their holy strain, 
Which first they sang on that night, long past, 

When the shepherds listened on Bethlehem's 
plain. 
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CHRISTMAS-EVE. 

For the star that rose on the Magi's sight 

Shines yet undimmed, as it shone of yore; 
And its glorious promise of life and light 

Has reached us, here, on this western shore. 
Nor yet alone do we raise our h3rmn — 

The Ethiop, set from his errors free. 
Turning away from his idols grim, 

At the name of Jesus bends his knee. 

And the swart Hindoo, 'neath the shadowy palm, 

Has cast his shaster aside, to bear 
His part in the Christian's holy psalm, 

For the light his darkened soul may share; 
And the tattooed islander looks tonight 

On the cross that gleams in his southern sky; 
By faith, points higher, whence, still more bright, 

A radiance streams on his spirit's eye. 

From Arctic snows to Australian strand, 

In the scorching sun, in the freezing blast. 
One lofty anthem from every land 

In these hallowed hours hath heavenward 
passed. 
For the humblest " Glory " a grateful heart 

Upsends for the joys eterne that spring 
From the light of the Bethlehem star, hath part 

In the hallelujahs that seraphs sing. 
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CHRISTMAS-EVE. 

So we'll fairest garlands of verdure twine, 

And boughs of triumph we'll bring, to strew 
In His path, who comes, though a King Divine, 

As a little child to His throne below. 
Without the winter may shroud the earth, 

The landscape barren and dead remain. 
But within, with our songs and holy mirth. 

His summer of heavenly peace shall reign. 
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THE CLOSING YEAR. 




IME'S fleeting shuttle fills the loom. 
The old year's task is wrought, — 
A mingled web of joy and gloom. 
From life's wide changes brought; 
Unfold the fabric, though with dread 
We shrink to see its hues outspread. 

weak and wilful heart of mine I 
Thy conflicts and thy cares! 

1 must not murmur, nor repine. 

Though sometimes unawares 
Sighs echoed from the songs I sing. 
And Hope sped by on drooping wing. 

Yet sunshine sweet shone overhead, 

And many a bud and bloom 
Adorned the path my feet must tread, 

Till, e'en its darkest gloom, 
Refreshing fragrance could distil, 
Free as the dew on Hermon's hill. 
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THE CLOSING YEAR. 

So faith stands steadfast — Faith benign,- 

And with an upward glance, 
Her hand still closely clasped in mine, 

On — on — I will advance. 
And cares and conflicts all shall seem 
Only the shadows of a dream. 



143 



THE RECORD. 




LOSE up the volume — let its errors vast 

In the dim pages lie ; 
Nor once, O Memory, o'er their blackness 

cast 
Thine unrelenting eye I 



Give not thy aid to sorrow or regret ; 

The old year had its joys — 
These — these, alone — her jewels fair, reset 

When Time thy hand employs. 

Keep but the sunshine — let the shadows flee ; 

We need along our way 
All its glad light, from clouds and darkness free, 

That with us here may stay. 

The new year beckons, — with a hopeful face 

She doth thy presence claim. 
Go ! joyously upon thy tablets trace 

Her fair, unsullied name. 

Write for her future thoughts more pure and high 
Than e'er have urged our deeds; 

Make the soul's vision clearer to descry 
And to fill up its needs. 
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THE RECORD. 

Give boldness to assert and do the right ; 

Give strength to conquer ill ; 
And, to illumine error's dismal night, 

The purpose and the will. 

Give charity to feel another's woe — 

To veil another's fault; 
And let the soul that highest wisdom know 

That humbleth to exalt. 

This by the glory of those fadeless names 

Thou boldest yet in fee, 
A noble heritage, which Life yet claims, 

O faithful Memory! 

For they increased by radiance of their own 
The light that crowned the year; 

And those clear beams, around our pathway 
thrown. 
Will aid, support, and cheer. 

Thus may the new year mark our course renewed ; 

Each hour more perfect rise; 
And all its pages. Memory, be viewed 

By thine approving eyes. 
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WINTER FRIENDS. 




NOW and sleet against the pane 
Tell of winter cold and dreary; 
But within doors blithely reign 
Bloom and summer, bright and cheery; 
Building up her leafy spire, 
Day by day still higher — higher — 
Of my flowers the fairest one, 
Grows my gay abutilon. 

Heedless of the frost and cold, 

Hanging out her bells of amber, 
Veined with scarlet, tipped with gold, 

As the boughs aspiring clamber; 
Like a bright pagoda seeming. 
When the sunlight inly streaming 

On her bells its rays hath thrown, 
Stands my fair abutilon. 

Fairylike the chimes she rang 

'Mid the merry Christmas greeting, 
And the New-year's hymn we sang 

Seemed her silvery notes repeating. 
Voiceless melody is sweetest, 
Souls in harmony completest, 

By their silence praise make known — 
So my sweet abutilon. 
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WINTER FRIENDS. 

When the summer rules the land 

Blooms my tropic oleander, 
Lifting up her regal wand, 

Not a queen is richer, grander ; 
Now she droops and yields no blossom. 
Hiding in her fragrant bosom. 
All the beauty I have won 
From my bright abutilon. 

And the stubborn cactus waits 

Through the winter dull and hoary, 
Close within her spiny gates 

Hiding all her crimson glory; 
Till again the springtime shineth. 
Pale and lifeless here she pineth. 

Musing on her splendor gone — 
Not so my abutilon. 

Give me winter, friends to prove — 
Stern misfortune's heavy hours, — 
These alone can test their love ; 

And thy cheerful summer flowers, 
In their faithfulness remaining. 
Are my highest praises gaining ; — 
Thou, of all, art left alone 
True to me, abutilon. 
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THE PATH OF LIFE 




ROM a lowly, quiet vale 

Up a mount I travel. 
Shall my soul at trials quail. 
Or at dangers cavil? 

'Tis a steep and rocky way ; 

Many thorns stu-round it ; 
And alone, from day to day, 

Can my vision bound it. 

Yet I know that I shall gain, 
If I strive, the summit, — 

I can gather strength from pain 
If I overcome it. 

Shall I wander f rcnn the road 
When I meet with trouble ? — 

Then, is oftentimes bestowed 
Life, renewed and double. 

For all trials bravely met. 
For all duties finished; 

Thus, though I be sore beset, 
Be not faith diminished. 
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THE PATH OF LIFE. 

Let me keep my trust in God, 

He is my defender ; 
Though temptations fill the road, 

Let me not surrender. 

He can make my feeble feet, 
Like the hind's, for ranging; 

Every obstacle I meet 
Into helpers changing. 

Onward, then, let me proceed ! 

Upward still progressing; 
And at last obtain the meed — 
God's eternal blessing. 
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OUT ON THE PRAIRIE. 



UT on the prairie, benighted and weary, 
Wandered a traveller far from the road ; 
^'—^ Drifted the snows in the darkness so dreary, 
Howled the fierce storm-wind as onward he 
trod. 
What 'mid the peril his fainting heart cheered ? 

How could he patiently, hopefully roam? 
Lo ! through a cloud-rift the pole-star appeared — 
This — this points the way to his kindred and 
home. 

Out on the prairie — Life's broad, boundless re- 
gion, 

Travellers are we to our Father's abode ; 
Care cometh oft with his shadowy legion. 

Sorrow and trial encumber the road. 
But be our hearts in the darkest hour turning 

To Him, who the wanderer calleth his own. 
We may behold, still undimmed in its burning, 

The star of His love as our guide to His throne. 
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OUT ON THE PRAIRIE. 

Out on the prairie when blossoms of beauty 

Bedecked the wild waste with a gorgeous array, 
Frolicked fair children, forgetful of duty, 

Through the glad hours of a bright summer 
day. 
Step by step, from the pathway, their careless 
feet measure. 
Till its bold open bosom bewildered they roam ; 
And daylight, declining, lost, lost in their pleasure. 
Nevermore may return to their safe, happy 
home. 

Out on the prairie — sin's wilderness, seeming 
A garden delightsome — roam many today, 
day 
Nor know the bright blossoms they pluck in their 
dreaming. 
To death and destruction but lure them away. 
Oh ! haste to their rescue — thy toil never ceasing 

While lingers one soul in its borders at rest ! 
From the mazes of error, their footsteps releasing, 
Point the way to their home in the realms of the 
blest. 



isi 



SUBMISSION. 




SOUL overwearied in Life's grinding 
tasks, — 
Meek pupil in the schoolroom's dullest 
drill 
Where dame Experience, with her thrifty skill, 
Unflinching diligence and patience asks, — 
Finds, spite of Fancy's gauds and Folly's masks 
Small space for riding hobbies, or the will 
With dainty sweetmeats of self-love to fill. 
Yet, sometimes, he rebels — when idly basks 

A schoolmate in the fortunate, prosperous sun. 
Then conscience grim Submission calls, though 
speech 
And brow defiant show how loth 'tis done; 
And nought Experience can tell or teach 

Brings forth a cheerful tone, or thankful smile. 
Submission's bitter service to beguile. 
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THE SOWER. 




^'Blessed are they who sow beside all waters. 

OT alone by tranquil streams 

Flowing through the fertile meads, 
Where the sun's productive beams 
Succor the awakening seeds, 
And luxuriant growth attends 
All the way the sower wends. 

But by noisy, furious waves, 

Passion-tost, forsaken long, 
Love and Hope laid in their graves^ 

Error in dominion strong, 
Times of joy and peace all past, 
Haply may thy lot be cast. 

But be not of little faith. 

Cheerfully to labor go; 
Listen what the prophet saith — 

" Blessed are the hands that sow 
By all waters," — there may be 
Golden grain in store for thee. 
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THE SOWER, 

Once beside a steep abyss 

Chanced a sower's hand to cast 

One slight seed, — there sprang from this 
An expanse of fruitage vast ; 

In its solitude it grew, 

None but Heaven its beauty knew. 

Days flew by, the spring and fall 
Sowed the wheat and ripened it ; 

Winds and winged birds were all 
That the blessing could transmit. 

Thus was wrought, unconsciously. 

Glory for futurity. 

Slowly, harvesting of years 
Filled the vortex, till, behold! 

Now a gentle stream appears 
Where a furious current rolled ; 

Changed its ire of ancient days 

To a holy hymn of praise ! 

So, perchance thine eyes may ne'er 

See the blessings that attend 
On thine earnest labors here ; 

But — be faithful to the end! 
Other times shall know thy deeds, 
Other worlds bestow thy meeds. 
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A CRUSHED CHRYSALIS. 




'^ Didn't have no chance/' said a youth con- 
demned to death, on circumstantial evidence, for 
a crime he had committed. 

RUSHED out of life! when just begun 

His horoscope by Heaven decreed ; 
'And no kind voice — ah no, not one! 
For his ineptitude to plead. 
In tears upon his cross he knelt, 
And meekly closed the unequal strife. 
Crushed out of life — 
Ere scarce he felt 
His soul's aspiring pinions, hid 
Within the dingy chrysalid ! 

Ah! sad to know how virtue failed, 
Because of scorn and looks askance; 

And highest aims had not prevailed 
Above the blight of circumstance ; — 

Reason and judgment immature 
In early youth's deceitful glow. 
Ah ! sad to know 
How insecure 

The leash of law ! — how righteous rule 

May fail the fires of youth to cool ! 
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A CRUSHED CHRYSAUS, 



H^ fame; indeed, fair flowers, isx jxra! — 
That Idsi upon jour petals pressed 

Shall hsiger here, forever new. 
And on his fading mtmory rest; — 

Sweet as the kiss that Mary laid 
On feet that felt man's keenest need. 
High fame indeed! 
Such homage paid 

To you, most-favored prison flowers. 

Passed upward to celestial bowers. 

Angels of grace! you drew mcMie near 
In those few fleeting numbered hours; 

When none of mortal race might cheer. 
You marked that kiss upon the flowers; 

You saw that gently falling tear; 
And at your smile wings grew apace. 
Angels of grace. 
For Heaven's high sphere 

To soar with you, where love prevails. 

And never plea for pardon fails. 
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NUMBERED WITH THE SAINTS. 



J. W. P. 




NOUGH — enough. Thy task is done, 
O faithful, hopeful, patient one ! " 
The Master saith ; 
" All toil, all care, all pain are o'er. 
Now peace — My peace — forevermore, 
The guerdon of thy faith. 

" A steep and thorny path thy choice, 
Yet ever, with a cheerful voice, 

The heavy hours 
Couldst count with song, as on they fled. 
If thus the ways that others tread 

Were smooth and strewn with flowers. 

" Come up — come up, and take thy place ! 
For such as thou is ample space 

Among the saints. 
Self-crucified, through ordeals dire^ 
Thou art, as by a furnace-fire, 

Purged from all earthly taints." 
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NUMBERED WITH THE SAINTS. 

Straightway, with pinions wide and spread, 
Upon his joyous errand sped, 

The angel Azrael 
Unclasps the spirit's robe of clay! 
And all along the heavenly way 

Angelic anthems swell. 

Hark ! — hark ! — therein a sweet new voice I 
Whereat celestial choirs rejoice ; 

And the kind angel waits, 
Marks the freed spirit join their throng, 
And lift with them her grateful song. 

As ope the pearly gates ! 
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TRANSPLANTED. 



v^« O* v^* 




LILY, fair and frail, was she, — 

Just lent us for a while, to show 
How sweet for Paradise may be 
The bloom our earthly soil can grow. 

The stirrings of a lofty thought, 
We, in her sunny smile, could trace, 

And feel the quickening that it brought - 
The blessing of its helpful grace. 

Yearnings for truth and beauty swayed 
The currents of her quiet life, 

And household cares and duties made 
With noblest, holiest issues rife. 

Patience, forbearance, meekness, love. 
Wrought well for her while here below 

A starry crown, — which, now, above. 
The angels place upon her brow, — 
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TRANSPLANTED. 

And the full lily life is hers 

Of perfect purity and joy; 
Where nought of mortal ill deters 

The purpose of her glad employ. 

O friends bereaved I lament no more ; — 
The influence of her earthly days 

Would chide regret, would grief deplore, 
And turn complaint to songs of praise. 

That influence, sweet, and pure, and deep, 
In Memory's censer, bright and clear — 

Sacred as incense-offering — keep 
To soothe^ to aid, uplift, and cheer. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 



E.H. 




ANGEL of the closing day ! 
Thy dusky wings were fringed with 
light, 
What time thou earnest to bear away 

Our loved one through death's vale of night 

For when the last farewell was breathed, 
The last fond kiss exchanged, we saw 

A saintly smile his pale lips wreathed. 
His eyes upraised in wondering awe. 

And so we deemed the pearly gates 
Were opened for his rapturous view, 

While, of the heavenly host that waits 
To take the ransomed spirit through. 

Thou, on whose shadowy raiment fell 

The glory from Heaven's wide-spread door, 

Didst crown his brow with asphodel, 

And whisper — " Pain and death are o'er." 
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SADNESS. 




HE calm, clear sky of June o'erhead, 

Earth's emerald carpet 'neath my feet, 
While elms umbrageous round me spread, 
And zephyrs waft their odors sweet. 
Sure, joyous life o'er all hath sway — 
Why should my heart be sad today? 

The maple's crimson glory wanes; 

Her coronal of beauty falls; 
Ah me! my heart a gfrief retains 

That fading glow again recalls ; — 
Spring with her gifts of life and bloom 
Hath never tarried by the tomb. 

Once — theme for tears and earnest prayers — 

In place of health's familiar rose, 
Bright as the flush the maple wears 

When May her farewell kiss bestows. 
Glowed with prophetic woe a cheek 
Where still sad smiling patience meek. 
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SADNESS. 

That baleful glow, that patient smile, 

Through the brief summer lingered here; 

I, hopeful, watching both the while, 
Striving to quell each rising fear; 

Till autumn came — unwelcome guest — 

And brighter robes the maple dressed. 

Then to a marble paleness changed 

That fair cheek, dimpled yet with smiles; 

And winds, that hill and valley ranged, 

Swept through the woodland's vacant aisles. 

Strewing with faded leaves earth's breast, 

Where the meek sufferer lay at rest 

I know, I know a fairer clime 

The dear-departed hath than ours — 

Where never fades the season's prime — 
And never blight assails the flowers; 

Yet, with the maple's crimson glow. 

Returns that summer-time of woe. 



163 



"FOREVER AND EVER/' 



K. W. H. 
IN MEMORIAM, 




HE stood at her father's door 
In the summer's golden light, 
And a glory fell on her forehead fair 
And over her garments white. 
Weary and worn with toil, 

And many a bootless quest, 
A pilgrim, pining for home, I came — 
Longing for love and rest. 

II 

Sweet was her welcome smile, 

Grateful her greeting kiss. 
And the words she spake — a precious balm — 

Brought healing, refreshment — bliss. 
" Here is love and ample room," 

She said, in her eager way; 
" For always — for ever and ever — dear heart, 

Clasp hands, come in, and stay." 



"FOREVER AND EVER." 
Ill 

Again, in the flowery prime 

Of the summer's golden days, 
My feet, impatient, turned aside 

From the city's crowded ways. 
Once more to her father's house 

My anxious soul drew near; 
But she came not forth with a greeting now, 

And none spake words of cheer. 

IV 
Still sweet was her welcome smile, 

Though feeble and faint with pain, — 
And I saw the mark on her dear young brow 

Where an angel's touch had lain; 
And I knew in the Master's name 

He had sealed her for His own. 
And soon would tenderly lead her forth 

Where pain is all unknown. 

V 
In the midnight, hushed and dim. 

He came, with noiseless tread; 
But we felt his presence, with nameless awe. 

And his shadowy wings out-spread. 
Up, through the starry night, 

To Our Father's house on high. 
By faith we watched them gently pass — 

The beautiful do not die f 
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'FOREVER AND EVER." 
VI 

I, too, shall go, some day, 

To that glorious land afar, 
To the place prepared in our heavenly home 

Where the many mansions are. 
And over the jasper wall 

She will look, — with glad surprise 
Will hasten down to meet me there, 

The love-light in her eyes. 

VH 
I shall reach the crystal doors 

Weary, and worn, and sad ; 
But close where the pearly gates unfold 

She will stand, with a greeting, glad. 
And the smile she wore below, — 

While a radiance, wondrous bright, 
Falls softly over her lovely face. 

And over her raiment white. 

VIII 
Lnd the loved ones, gone before. 

Will come at her joyous call, 
ind my heart leap up as my eyes behold 

Their well-known faces, all. 
Here is love, and ample room," 

She will say, as she said one day ; 
For always — for ever and ever — dear heart! 

Clasp hands, come in, and stay." 
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"FOREVER AND EVER." 

IX 

Then up through the golden street, 

And the fields of living green, 
Where the asphodels bloom by the river of life, 

We shall foam in our joy serene. 
Thenceforth we shall part nevermore. 

" Nevermore — nevermore," we'll repeat ; 
And our satisfied souls, overflowing with praise, 

Bow low at Our Father's feet 



167 



AT HER GRAVE. 




LL beauteous blossoms speak of thee, 
Dear Posie ! flower of flowers to me ; — 
Snowdrops that come of spring to tell, 
The modest violet in the dell. 
The lovely, frail anemone, 
And summer daisies — dear to thee. 

Half-open rose-buds, with their hints 
Of fragfrance rare and richest tints, 
These, likest are, and these I strew 
With lavish hand thy grave so low, 
Where, pain and weariness, all past 
Thou liest in peaceful sleep at last. 

Thou ? — Nay ! thine earthly dress lies here, 
To mortal sight and touch once dear. 
In reverence held and tender love. 
But thy sweet spirit, called above, 
To realms beyond our changing skies, 
Hath fadeless flowers of Paradise. 
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AT HER GRAVE. 

There amaranth and asphodel 

In blooming bowers their secrets tell, — 

Eternal verities, whose joy 

Is thy perpetual employ. 

On this I muse till trustful peace 

Brings for my grief a glad release. 

Oh ! higher, purer far than mine, 
Angelic tendence, now, is thine. 
In those fair gardens of delight, 
Where faith is merged in perfect sight ; 
The smile of Heaven upon thy brow ; — 
No harm, no change can reach thee now. 



169 



RESIGNATION. 




OWED down by care, by sorrow's weight 
oppressed, — 
While all life's road seems treacherous, 
shifting sand — 
And not a friend to lend a helping hand — 
How can the troubled heart find peace and rest? 
By calling hither, as a favored guest. 

And yielding all things to her kind command — 
Sweet Resignation — angel wont to stand 
With saints in glory and the spirits blessed, 
Whose heavenly crown was once earth's heavi- 
est cross. 
Her balm celestial every mortal ill 
Can safely heal, to g^in change every loss; 
The soul, for long insatiate, can fill. 
While all life's desert blooms — a verdant sod — 
Where grow the lilies of the peace of God. 
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A SUMMER AFTERNOON. 




S if a-weary from her morning's toil, 
The faint west wind, in noon of hot July, 
Creeps noiselessly and slow about the 
vine, 
And through the drooping boughs the linden 

sways 
Around the drowsy hound — whose supple length 
Extended — lies with blinking eyelids where 
The soft green grass is linked, hand in hand, 
With shamrock blossoms, on the sunny slope 
Beside the mossy well. The clustering leaves 
Of mallows veil its own white stars ; as though 
To shield their beauty from the garish day. 
The timid heartsease lifts aslant her eye;, 
And sleepy daisies on their emerald stems 
Nod to their kindred in the neighboring field. 
Th' aspiring com her gleaming ribbons waves, 
And sportively her silken tassels lifts, 
To court the dalliance of the fickle breeze. — 
He heeds not all her art ; and, sadly, low 
She bows her stately plumes, and sighs and groans 
O'er her desertion drear. 
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A SUMMER AFTERNOON, 

Within the proud 
Enclosed garden, 'neath the feverish sun, 
The blossoms hang their beauteous heads, all 
faint, 

And pining for a cooling draught. And, thus, 
Silent and sad, the foxglove from her bells 
Rings out no music to the frolic flies. 
Now e'en the restless bee her constant task 
Plieth with slackened pace, and desolate 
Stand the gay hollyhocks beside the gate, 
For jewelled humming-birds around their cups 
Linger no longer through these sultry hours. 
Among the clover-tufts the grasshopper 
Hath hushed his busy whirr, and on the air 
In melancholy cadence falls the song 
Of one lone cricket, wandering around 
And through the labyrinth of night beneath 
The vine's wide-spreading arms. 

The busy axe. 
Which the swart woodman wields, its rhythmic 

voice 
Lifts up in harmony with wheezing saws, 
That just ejaculate their misery 
From yonder time-stained shed. 

The loaded wain 
Its creaking weight drags slowly up the hill. 
And, travel-stained and hot, from his moist brow 
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A SUMMER AFTERNOON. 

The dew of Adam's curse, as on he plods 
The yeoman wipes, and leads his weary team 
Close to the border of the cool, clear welV 
The hound, reluctant, leaves his fragrant couch, 
And his lithe limbs resume their wonted form; 
While his shrill shout of welcome, from a sleep 
Of balmy sweetness in its cradle-bed, 
Rouses the infant at the cottage door. 
And its soft voice joins in the chorus, now 
Arising clear and loud from all the tribe 
Of feathered bipeds in the populous barn. 
The breeze has caught an impulse from the sound. 
And now with blither motion sway the boughs 
Against the old brown shed. The blossoms lift, 
Erect and glad, once more, their graceful forms. 
And all the insect sisterhood begin 
Their songs of mirth again. A flock of clouds, 
White, as of new-washed fleece, gather overhead ; 
To their cool founts the sun retreats, and laves 
His burning fingers for a little space. 
Whereat a coronet of glory spans 
The blooming brow of our fair mother, Earth, 
And in her beauty proud she sits, and smiles 
Upon her gracious liege, who swift bedecks 
Her flowing robes with full magnificence 
Of gorgeous gems — the costliest in his gift. 
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WHAT THE PINE TREE WHISPERED. 




ANCED the rays of the joyous sun 

Over the woods and across the stream 
Spring her freedom again had won ; 
Life and merriment reigned supreme. 
Frolicked the zephyrs along the lea ; 

Waking the flowers with joyous kiss. 
And on the boughs of each mourning tree 
Hanging the buds of a future bliss ; 

Touching the tassels the old pine waved 

Yellow and scanty their grace returned; 
And its sad branches sighingly craved 

Boons, in their earlier springtimes spurned. 
Whispering low to the tarrying breeze, 

Bowing her head to his changeful will, 
Through the dim aisles of the shadowy trees, 

Wandered these words, with a musical thrill: 

" Low at my bole the axe is laid, 

Ready to bring me down to the earth ; 
Thus were my brethren hence conveyed — 

Returning never whence they went forth. 
But, in the clamor your pinions bear, 

Hear I a cry from each far-oflf home. 
Me, from their fearful fortune spare — 

Over the wearisome world to roam! 
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WtlAT THE PINE TREE WHISPERED. 

" He, who, nearest, was first removed, 

Dwelleth in halls of power and pride; 
But, by the murmurs you bring, is proved 

Sorrow and care with wealth abide. — 
Hovels of poverty, low and dark. 

Know full many my kin can claim, 
Watching of Hope the feeblest spark, 

Echoing sadly her blessed name. 

" One fair brother, straight and tall. 

Lifts his trunk from a vessel's deck ; 
Through his branches of cordage call 

Siren voices of death and wreck. 
And from the wretches, who, stifling, lie 

Down in the hold, so dark and dank, 
Ever arise to the listening sky 

Groans of anguish and fetters' clank. 



" Brave and kind, here another stood, — 

Now, by a prison, folds his arms. 
Guiltless, he, of his deeds of blood. 

Shrieking oft at his own alarms. — 
Mingled in worldly ills are they, 

Witnesses — helpers — of pain and crime; 
Let me linger through life's short day 

Here in this solitude sublime! 
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WHAT THE PINE TREE WHISPERED. 

" Birds in my branches build their nests. 

Insects frolic around my cones. 
And at even my shadow rests 

Over yon hillock's mossy stones. 
Gentlest flowerets a shelter find 

Under my boughs, and I gather there 
Legions of ministrants, good and kind. 

Lending their aid to the true and fair. 

Quiet content, and peace, and joy. 

Ever in Nature's realm abide; 
Art hath never by her decoy 

These fair nymphs to her cause allied. 
Humblest duties, mayhap, are mine. 

Here from the rich, the proud, the great 
Hidden — yet Heaven with smile benign 

Deigneth to bless my low estate." 

Thus she ended her plea ; and, lo I 

Rushed through the forest a whirlwind wild, 
Bore from her feet, where the violets grow, 

That stern tool by death defiled. 
Then from the serried pines, near by. 

Rose applause for the daring deed ; 
And one who listened the old tree's sigh, 

Wrote the tale for the world to read. 
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THE HERMITS DAUGHTER. 




ENIGNANT boughs a grateful shade 
Hung lovingly about the hut 
Where good Bernardo's hermit life 
From the world's follies long was shut 

Like kind arms of affection, spread, 
Those boughs of thine, majestic oak ! 

Dumb daughter of his lonely heart, — 
To him a blessed language spoke. 

And as the seasons onward roll. 

They speak the self-same language yet 

For all who seek to cast aside 

The turmoil of life's care and fret. 

In hours of sunny peace, down flows. 
Through every leaf, a voiceless psalm, — 

Its sweet accord with nature's laws — 
Soothing the troubled soul like balnv 

When the fierce tempest walks the earth, 
Each writhing limb the sacred sign 

Traces upon the furious air, 

And gives us of its strength divine. 
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THE HERMITS DAUGHTER. 

Dark days of death denude the tree ; 

Its stalwart trunk stands starkly bare; 
Yet the glad hope of life renewed 

Each twig for us keeps safely there. 

O saintly soul! whose hoary years 

This filial tendance cheered and blessed, 

Be ours to mark, be ours to heed, 
Its service to our lives addressed. 
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FHE ELMS. 




HREE sister elm-trees, all a-row, 
Along the wayside standing. 
To me a joyous greeting throw, 
A careless rhyme demanding. 

As closes now the sultry day. 
They cast their sister shadows 

Far out, to meet me on my way 
Returning from the meadows. 

A timid breeze sweeps through each tree, 
Now in the twilight stilly, — 

Its gentle fragrance tells to me 
Where dwells the valley-lily. 

And each discordant sound I hush, 
To hear the plaintive singing 

Of nightingale and woodland thrush. 
Around the elm-trees winging. 

Stand ever thus, O stalwart trees ! 

With downward drooping branches ; 
Be ever yours the evening breeze 

That on my senses launches, 

179 



THE ELMS. 

The perfume and the music, meet 

To charm a stoic's bosom; 
And long may live such minstrels sweet, 

And such ambrosial blossom. 

To lovers whispering tender vows 
While down the lane they linger, 

Grant the seclusion of your boughs, 
The zephyr's breath, the singer. 

The queenly night far down the west 

The weary day has banished, 
So when my frame is laid at rest. 

And my poor name has vanished, 

Still greet along the homeward way 

The traveller, tired and dusty, 
Through summer's burning noontide ray. 

And winter's tempest, gusty; 

Vouchsafe your shade, your sheltering care, 
As in the years, unnumbered. 

That filled his span who placed you there 
But long in death has slumbered. 
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IN LATE AUGUST. 




HEN wanes the moon of August eves, 
And fireflies flash and glow. 
And deft Arachne slily weaves 
Upon the grass below 
Her silken web of tenderest hue 
To hold the beads of morning dew ; 

What time the white moth speeds her flight 
Through bush and blooming bower, 

And waits in dalliance all the night 
Beside the primrose flower, — 

To breathe its fragrance arid to steal 

The light its opening buds reveal ; 

The fair day-lily drowsily 

Nods on her swaying stalk ; 
And marigold and g^y sweet pea 

Along the garden-walk, 
Hint of their own coquettish bent 
To lovers shy and reticent, 
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IN LATE AUGUST 

Who, in the old elms' gracious shade, 

Linger a while to dream 
Of trifles sweet, by hope conveyed. 

That give of joy a gleam — 
Not bright enough for confidence 
Yet beckoning shyly onward thence; 

While katydid and whip-poor-will. 

With lone cicada's chant, 
Join the soft cadence of the rill — 

Better than silence grant 
For low-breathed sighs and whispered words 
Which the auspicious hour affords. 
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THE GLEANER. 




^^ Where Hast Thou Gleaned Today?" 

^OW fades the glory of the setting sun, 

And swart-browed Toil hastes on his 
homeward way, 
Self-pleased — his labors o'er, his task well- 
done, — 
Hast thou, O soul, such peace, such pleasure won? 
Where hast thou gleaned today ? 

The round, full harvest moon — a lidless eye — 

O'erlooks earth's plains with golden plenty 

crowned ; 

And marks, amid the sheaves that 'round him lie, 

A grateful gleaner, gathering, for a purpose high, 

The scattered ears around. 

For thrifty reapers, with a liberal hand. 

From their full store of heavy sheaves let fall 
Full oft the fairest grains beneath the band 
By which they cincture up the plumes that stand ; 
Say, hast thou gained them all? 
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THE GLEANER, 

Or hast thou wandered on, from field to field, 

Seeking, not profit, but thy fancy gay ; 
Admiring more the cockle's garish yield. 
Than those rich lands where hosts their sickles 
wield. 
Where hast thou gleaned today ? 

Or hast thou, heedlessly, the worthless tares 

Bound in thy bundle, with complacent face. 
Ah ! worse than idle hast thou been if cares 
Like these obtrude their presence unawares. 
Claiming the true wheat's place. 

The harvest time is o'er. October's horn 

Is summoning stern winter's stormy clan ; 
And stripped and bare the meadows lie forlorn, 
While one more memory of the past is bom — 
Where hast thou gleaned, O man ! 

Bring forth thy gathering to the threshing-floor ! 

Let conscience stand and winnow clean the 
grain. 
Lest thou shouldst hoard among the future's store 
Base, useless chaflf, and, life's short season o'er, 

But emptiness remain. 
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THE PILOT. 




(Set to music by George F. Root.) 

I 

OWN the harbor speeds the pilot, 
'Mid the blinding sleet and snow, 
Where a signal in the distance 
Gleams and wavers to and fro. 
Soon he gains the waiting vessel, 

At her helm he takes his stand. 
And throughout the threatening dangers 

Guides her safely to the land. 
" Home again! " fond hearts, exultant. 

Cry, as eagerly they meet. 
And long months of sadness vanish 
While their mercies they repeat. 

II 
Home they come from Indian islands. 

Where a cloudless summer glows, 
And the palm its graceful shadow 

Over scenes of beauty throws ; 
Where from gardens always radiant 

With an ever-varying bloom, 
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THE PILOT, 

And from groves of fragrant spices 
Brings the breeze a rich perfume. 

Home again — for cold New England, 
With its bleak and rocky shore. 

Holds for them a higher beauty 
Than the tropics ever wore. 

Ill 

But, expectant, waits and watches 

All in vain, from day to day, 
One, a widow, — yet unconscious — 

For the wanderer away. 
He, long since in sickness lying. 

Yearned to reach his native land. 
Ah ! his welcome waiteth — waiteth 

Yet amid his household band. 
For when tempests fierce were rising. 

When the night was wild and dark, 
Unexpected and unwelcomed 

Came a pilot to his bark. 

IV 
Through the darkness, as a glory. 

Gleamed that pilot's pallid brow, 
And his snowy pinions folded 

Lighted all the vessel's prow. 
Silently her progress urged he, 

Safely, surely, speeding on, 
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THE PILOT. 

Till the shore-lights near and nearer 
On the sick one's vision shone. 

When the morn had dawned serenely 
Close upon the silver sands 

Moored the bark ; and, mighty wonder ! 
Freed from pain the sufferer stands. 



Lo! a glorious city shineth 

In the cloudless morning air ! 
And old friends, almost forgotten, 

Hasten to receive him there; 
While the Pilot, ever watchful, 

Glides again the waters o'er, 
Many a soul from those wild billows 

Brings in safety to the shore ; — 
Shore where tempests never gather. 

Where all toils and trials cease; 
Clime celestial, where the weary 

Find eternal rest and peace. 
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►WN under the sea — under the sea — 
Uprises a palace of glamourie ; 
Its crystal pillars and architraves 
Changing in hue with changing waves ; 
Its floor with many a gem inlaid — 
A rare mosaic of every shade ; — 
And pavement and arch and spire and dome 
Are veiled from sight by the billows' foam. 

From mortal vision the gorgeous pile 
Lies hid till the sirens' enchanting smile 
Blindeth the heart to its dearest light, 
And through the chambers of ocean's night 
Lead they their captive, in silken chains, 
Down to the glory of their domains ; 
Where, in the caves of the restless sea 
Hold they their court of revelry. 

Many a day were their glittering halls 
Silent and songless, — their treacherous calls 
None had allured to their cold, cold arms. 
So they sang no longer, nor decked their charms ; 
But builded a galley of wondrous pride 
Over the deep in power to ride ; — 
Noiseless its structure, as voiceless its plan — 
It knew not the hand of an artisan. 
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But sunshine, and front, and wind, and storm, 
Breathed on the chaos and gave it a form ; 
And gracefully forth from its gleaming prow 
Did the lines of beauty around it flow, 
Yet silently, solemnly, sailed the barge. 
Still in the sirens' awful charge; 
While at the helm sat a Shadow whose eyes 
Could pierce through the deepest mysteries. 

Its pennon of amethyst floated high 
Studded with gems like the starry sky; 
Blazing with rubies and garnished with gold 
Each snowy sail to the breeze unrolled ; 
And silvery cables and strings of pearl 
Hung over them there in many a curl. 
Oh ! regal in splendor — this bark of pride ! 
But danger and death on its deck abide. 

And she saileth forth from that summer sea 
That lies at the pole in serenity. 
That mirrors forever the calm blue skies, 
Where never the storms and the tempest rise; 
And she sails — she sails to those palace-halls 
Whence the sirens' voice to the sailor calls ; 
And she brings, like the amber, a lengthening 

train — 
The spoils she has gained on the stormy main. 
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Ah ! who are the countless throngs that go 
With this argosy freighted of death and woe ? - 
The dearest, the bravest, the best of earth. 
And the temple of fame, and the cottage hearth. 
Echo the wail of the sorrowing heart, 
From whence the anguish will never depart. 
For those Death holds henceforth in fee 
In that crystal palace under the sea. 

O maiden I with locks to the wild breeze flimg, 
Whose gentle spirit, with anguish wrung, 
Still hoping, though hopeless, dost daily see 
Fair fortune bring to the homeward quay 
Full many a vessel, yet never the one 
That holds the treasure thy heart hath won ! 
That treasure, so precious, so dear to thee. 
Lies low in that palace down under the sea. 

Maiden ! there sails on the sea of life 
Many a bark with its ills at strife ; 
And many a sorrowing heart, I ween. 
Paces the strand — yet, with brow serene ; 
For it knows that a power Omniscient guides 
Each venturous soul on those raging tides, 
And the storms of time, and the sirens' call, 
To the trusting soul are powerless, all. 
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ITH courage high, 

And hope and energy that should not 
die — 
So went they forth; 
Yearning to find, to learn. 
The occult secrets Nature, grim and stern. 

Keeps in her stronghold of the stormy north. 
Three splendid, stalwart years — 
The bloom, the glory, of life's primal strength 
Offering to peril, toil, and awsome fears. 
Some, some, alas ! to yield 
Upon a stark and bloodless battle-field. 
With bravest patience, even life, at length. 

II 

What their return ? 
Joyful, yet sad. Dead comrades to inum. 

A little band 
Of sturdy souls and true, 
Whom death and darkness only closer drew, 
Grasping in gratitude a rescuer's hand. 
So hard bestead! And yet 
Through storm, and tempest, frost and hunger- 
pain, 
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Their spirits, finely touched, make no regret — 

All finest issues know; 
The chilly sheen of Arctic crag and floe 
Glowing for them with prescience of their gain. 

Ill 
Winter's long night, 
O silver moon I thy rays of placid light 

Did often bless. 
And, as with gracious word. 
Stormy Orion, on his star-girt sword. 
Leaned out of heaven — less drear to make 
duress. 
In solemn sympathy. 
The sisters seven with influence sweet drew near ; 
And grand auroras all their armory 

Of flaming pomp displayed ; 
While bright Arcturus, through the deepening 
shade. 
Round the firm pole-star flashed his fiery sphere ! 

IV 
Thus safely kept 
'Mid dangers dire, the Eye that never sleeps 

Will keep them still ; — 
Those who with meekness bore 
Their cross of suffering to the eternal shore, 
Not less than those who longer years must fill. 
And their rich sacrifice ? — 
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Who gives his life to save a brother, he 
Shall find eternal life beyond the skies ; — 

And, while the world may stand. 
All grateful praise is theirs, from every land, — 

Whose venturous keels invade the stormy sea. 

V 
For as in awe 
Of this high purpose, many a wondrous law 

Have wind and tide 
To these brave souls revealed. 
And Science soon may boss anew her shield, 
With richest splendor spread her buckler wide. 
While from the new-found lore 
The fog, the cloud-wrack, and the tempest-blast. 
For folk unquiet upon sea or land 

Shall lose their terror, all. 
Fierce winds rage harmless, as if held in thrall ; 
Wild waves sink empty in the watery store. 

VI 
The furious bore 
Of Fundy*s bay and Chaleur's barren shore 

No fisher-boy 
Affright, or skipper harm; 
And sea-worn whaler with unflinching arm 
Throw the barbed gaff o'er Baffiin's tide, in joy. 
By bleak Luffoden's coast 
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The daring boatman drop his flimsy net ; 

And the bold sealer make his vaunting boast 
Rounding the gusty Horn ; — 

E'en clumsy craft of China laugh to scorn 
The swift monsoon, with sails all stiffly set. 

VII 

This, this their gain, — 
Though purchased at the cost of mortal pain 

Most worthy meed. 
Whoso with vision free 
Seeks out the forces Nature holds in fee. 
And takes them captive for man's need or weal. 
Is greater hero far 
Than conqueror proud of kingdoms rich and 
vast — 
Than blood-stained veteran of victorious war. 

Well hath he earned renown. 
Earth has no praise too high his name to crown. 
No gift too great before his feet to cast 
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HAT if the world were all sweetmeats ? 
Diet most varied is best; 
Life would soon pall on the palate 
Did salads not lend us their zest 

Welcome the acid, the pungent — 
Something to do, and to dare ; — 

If we but managed them rightly 
E'en thistles were angels' fare. 
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CTOBER'S golden sunlight falls 
Athwart the linden's faded leaves 
And o'er the dingy old church-walls 
A robe of splendor deftly weaves ; 

Then enters by the blind, ajar, 
And makes a glory 'mid the gloom 

Which radiates from the chancel far 
Around the consecrated room. 

Its rays the sacred words of love, 

" Our Father," touch with wondrous power, 
As if His presence from above 

Came down to bless the hallowed hour. 

Not less His finger dipped in light 
Traces today that phrase so dear, 

Than that dread sentence at whose sight 
The Chaldean monarch quailed in fear. 

But not death's mandate — as to him 
The purport of that vision came; 

No greater joy the seraphim 

Can claim than we beneath that name. 
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Our Father — love, how full and free, 
Falls from those words, by us unsought ! 

Blind, wayward children, oft have we 
His loving-kindness set at naught. 

Now broadly, full, the sunbeams stream 
On bowed heads by the hallowed aisle ; 

And cup and paten brightly gleam 
In the blessed radiance of their smile. 

Again our Father's board is spread, 
Again the Spirit, whispering, saith — 

" The wine of life, the heavenly bread, 
Draw near and take with trusting faith.' 



Our Father's board! O Great High Priest, 
In memory of Thy sacrifice, 

With thankful hearts we'll keep the feast. 
Till in His palace in the skies 

We join the sainted throng who trod 
With us earth's dark and thorny ways. 

And all the Paradise of God 

Re-echoes with our songs of praise ! 

There, all unneeded, and unknown. 

Is the pale light that sunshine lends, — 

The glory of the Lord, alone, 
The marriage of the Lamb attends. 
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DREAMED of the sons of men 
Whose days on earth are o'er. 
Alone I had crossed the stream of death, 
And reached its farther shore. 
I stood as a gleaner there, 

With a sheaf of ripened wheat; 
And this, my portion of Life's fair fields, 
I laid at the Master's feet. 

There was much of worthless grain, 

And tares, in the bundle bound; 
But the Lord of the harvest had dropped for me 

Many a wheat-ear sound. 
And this bright, golden grain 

Did favor and blessing win ; 
So my poor sheaf, with all precious stores. 

Was joyfully gathered in. 

Then fell on my listening ear 

The notes of a harvest song. 
As over the hills and along the plains 

Drew near a countless throng; 
And I, in the chorus heard 

Many a well-known voice. 
Whose sweet tones once — in earthly songs — 

Did my care-worn heart rejoice. 
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I saw them face to face — 

The dear ones of my love — 
Whom our Father had called from toil and pain 

To a peaceful rest above. 
And each on his shoulder bore 

A sheaf to the Master's hand ; 
While ever to aid them, at their side, 

Did the Lord of the harvest stand 

Oh! many the reapers there, 

Whose glittering sickles shone 
With lustre that told of a tireless zeal 

And of labors stern and lone. 
In the midst of their stalwart ranks 

The humble gleaners passed. 
And ever their handfuls of ripened grain 

With the bursting sheaves were cast. 

*But some brought only flowers — 

Frail blossoms of beauteous hue — 
Whose graceful forms on the rocky heath 

Or the dreary wayside grew. 
Yet the Lord of the harvest smiled; 

Though some of their fellows turned 
A look of scorn on the withering leaves, 

And the ravishing fragrance spurned. 
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A joyous chant uprose, 

A psalm of sacred praise, 
To Him who had sent the sun and rain 

And with plenty crowned their days. 
I joined in the glad refrain, 

Yet marvelled at what I saw, 
Till one who waited the Lord's command 

Bowed low in reverent awe. 

And solemnly thus he spake: 

" Lo ! these are the gifts of God — 
Duties and days — to the sons of earth, 

Wherever their feet have trod. 
He hath called His children home, 

'Tis the harvest of their time. 
And they have brought as their hands have 
wrought 

From his gifts for the truth sublime. 

" Some heavily laden come 

With sheaves of golden seeds; 
These shrank not back though the cross and rack 

Awaited their faithful deeds. 
But the gleaners' goodly grain. 

Though scant, hath here a place; 
Right glad to toil on the Master's soil, 

They have shared His love and grace. 
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And they who bring the flowers 

Are those of every age 
Who have found content in the few gifts lent 

To bless their pilgrimage. 
All — all — who, in love and faith, 

Have wrought by the Master's word J 
Or great, or srriall, will hear the call, 

And enter the joy of their Lord/* 

He ceased — the silence fell 

On my soul with a peace profound. 
He vanished ; — thereat a great light shone 

On the gathered nations round. 
In its glory, I woke, I rose. 

The dream — it had swiftly passed : — 
Grod grant for us all it shall be fulfilled 

In His peace and joy at last. 
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'HE morning splendor of autumnal skies, — 
Rich opalescence through a brooding 
mist 

Resting on all things ; as if, gently kissed, 
The world lay swooning in a glad surprise 
Of sweetest sounds and scents and fairest dyes, — 

Life full, complete, perfected, ere she wist ; 

While all ecstatic motions but exist, — 
(As in the bud the blossom folded lies) 

Nor find expression, save in breath of song 

Or rhythmic movement ; as when Miriam took 
Her timbrel in her hand, and all the throng 

Of Jewish maidens at her joyous look 
Broke forth in melody of feet and voice ! 
For bliss is peace, expanded, to rejoice. 



LIFE IS WHAT WE MAKE IT. 




IFE is what we make it — 
Fruitful, bright, and glad ; 
Or a barren desert 
Dreary, dark, and sad. 

Discontent and doubting, 

With sirocco breath. 
Change the fairest prospect 

To decay and death. 

But sweet deeds of patience, 
Wrought in loving trust, 

Yield perennial fruitage 
Though we sleep in dust 

Now the old year closing. 
Shows the season's yield; 

Many a bright oasis, 
Or a blasted field. 
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Thoughtless hearts and careless, 
Filled with deep dismay, 

From the retrospection 
Turn their gaze away. 

Yet, O souls regretful, 

Bow not to despair. 
Be the dead past buried, 

Shattered hopes repair. 

Meet the new year coming 

With a purpose high ; 
In good deeds of courage 

Verdure bright may lie. 
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E need not seek in foreign climes 
For idol worshipers; 
Here, in our own blessed Chris- 
tian land, 
Full many a deed avers 
The living God is set aside 
By gods of every name; 
And even His temples oft profaned 
By offerings to the sama 

In many a house the golden calf 

Is worshipped, as of yore; 
With rites as senseless, deeds as base, 

They bring the glittering ore. 
Forgetting, as they kiss the gift. 

The bounteous Giver's name; 
And thus their homage blindly pay, 

And thus their sin proclaim. 
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DVERSE winds assailed my bark 

Floating o'er Time's changeful sea ; 
Sorrow's shadows, stern and dark, 
Shrouded all its light for me. 
From each raging billow's crest 

Rose upon the echoing air 
Saddest moanings of unrest. 
Fiercest wailings of despair. 

Hope's gay pennon, erewhile flung 

Gladly to the prosperous breeze, 
Now in faded tatters hung, 

From its conflict with the seas. 
Aid that through all ill prevails, 

I, distraught, no more engaged — 
Closely furling prayer's white sails 

As the tempest louder raged. 

But there came to me relief 

In the midnight of my woe: 
From the shadows of my grief 

Rose a Presence still and slow. 
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Beat my heart with awful dread, 

As the vision I beheld ; 
While away the shadows fled, 

And the furious storm was quelled. 

Heard I yet the waves low moan; 

But above their saddest cry. 
Where that glorious Presence shone^ 

Lo, a Voice said — " It is I " ; 
And I knew the vision sent — 

Knew what means adversity; — 
Storms and nights no more lament 

Since He comes to rescue me. 
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YSTERIOUS visitants ! with stately pace 
Wheeling your march around the 
unchanging pole ; 
Making strange discord in the peaceful hymn, 
Which, through the silence of the night hours 
dim, 
The banded orbs in their serene control 
Pour through the echoing vaults of boundless 
space ! 

Like flaming brands, athwart the crystal sky, 
Your crimson banners, with terrific light, 
And blood-red spears, and swords from con- 
quest bright, 
Flash, with the din of armies fierce from war ; 
Till, with affright, each sweet, harmonious star 

Swoons at the awful pageant passing by. 

Fair Lyra's trembling hand her golden strings 

Strikes all in vain, — their wonted melody 
Dies on the air in one expiring wail; 
And white-winged Cygnus, than at death more 
pale, 
Husheth his song — then chanted clear and 
free — 
While there in dissonance your music rings. 
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With anxious brow bold Cepheus, mindful still 
Of the lost glory of his beauteous bride, 
Watches your gorgeous banners flaunting 

wide; 
Lest from his treasures yet another gem, 
Your horde barbaric, who his throne over- 
whelm. 
Snatch — the wild splendor of your arms to fill. 

And Draco, vigilant as e'er of yore, 

Guards the bright pole-star from your venge- 
ful ire; 

His glittering scales reflecting far and wide 

The iridescence of your darts of pride; 

Harmless they fall — not all your shafts of fire 

Him conquer, or that wondrous world explore. 

Yet, while I gaze, your strife and discord cease ; 
Ye, furious hosts, to white-robed angels 

change, 
With palms of glory — as in palace-halls 
Of Heaven's harmonious court, where never 

falls 
Sound save of love and joy; and ye arrange 
Your martial clangor to sweet hymns of peace. 
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Brightly, an arch of chrysoprase and pearl 
And changeful opal the horizon spans ; 

While many a wing of silvery radiance fans 

Back to new life the silent, swooned stars; 
And no discordant note their anthem mars, 

As through their tireless dance ag^in they whirl. 

Now, swift, and quietly, as first ye came, 
Departing hence — our awestruck hearts up- 
lift 
'Mid doubt and fear (most eagerly and swift) 
Stern questionings of " What ? " and 

"Why?" and "Whence?"— 
But bold negations of Omnipotence 
Are writ for us in fierce returning flame. 
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IGH o'er the groves of Olivet 
Hung the full Paschal moon, 
Illumining by her placid beams 
Night's silent, solemn noon. 
A low, sad voice the stillness broke 

Within that sheltered bower. 
In words of meek reproof it spoke — 
" Couldst thou not watch one hour?" 

O fainting heart! O shrinking flesh! 

When this slight test has come 
Why are ye slumbering at your posts — 

Nerveless, and blind, and dumb? 
Ye, who would follow, e'en to death, 

The Lord your strength and tower; 
Yet to assuage his bitterest grief 

Ye cannot watch one hour! 

When fierce oppression stalks abroad, 

And error strives to rear 
Her standard in the morning light, 

Then, many, brave appear; 
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But humbler duties oft require 
More patience and more power, — 

Those sometimes seek a glorious deed 
Who will not watch an hour. 

A brief space spared each passing day, 

Amid time's toil and care, 
For Him who counts the soul's desire 

As watching unto prayer. 
Gives vigorous faith and heavenly peace 

By thorniest paths to flower; 
Whence joys eternal spring to crown 

The record of that hour. 
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EAUTIFUL hands they were to me — 
Hands that I loved to hold in clasp ; - 
Not for their perfect symmetry, 
Not for their eager grasp. 

Years long since they turned to dust 

Under the churchyard mould ; 
But the jewels they left us here in trust 

More precious are than gold. 

Patient labors and generous alms — 
These were the treasures they left behind ; 

And I feel the touch of those saintly palms 
When a trace of their work I find. 
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I 

E had weeded and raked in the garden 
All the morning close and hot, 
And at noon his father's dinner 
Carried down to the mowing lot. 
Then he tended his baby-sister 

(After taking a bath in the brook) 
While he studied his Sunday lesson; 
And now he read in his book. 

" Come, Knud, my boy/' said his mother 

— She stood at the cottage door, 
He lay in the shade of the woodbine — 

" The clock has just struck foun 
It is time to go to the pasture, 

Though I think the cows would wait 
If they knew you would like to finish 

That story of Peter the Great." 

Knud smiled, as he closed the volume, 
And answered — " Why, mother dear ! 

Of course I must go this minute. 
But right straight back to you here 
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Will I come, with Dolly and Daisy. 

And then in the sunset light 
I can have a whole hour for Peter 

And his soldiers in the fight." 

So he went with a quick, light footstep, 

And a heart that knew no fear, 
Along the edge of the meadow, 

Far out to the pasture drear. 
And his eyes were open to beauty 

That a boy's eyes seldom see — 
The gloss on the wing of the beetle, 

And the golden bands of the bee. 

And he heard the whirr of the locust, 

And the dragon-fly forlorn; 
The chipmunk's chat in the hedges; 

The field mice in the corn ; 
Then he thought of the mighty Maker 

Of all these wondrous things, 
And how He keeps them safely 

Beneath His sheltering wings. 

" For God IS a good, kind father/* 
Came a whisper from his heart; 

"And He lives in all creation — 
Not only in Heaven, apart. 
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And whatever is best He gives them, 
From that watchful love of His; — 

Me, too, and my mother and sister, 
And my father, wherever he is." 

II 

Now close by the brink of a river. 

Near which the boy must pass, 
A group of idle fellows 

Lay lounging in the grass. 
And the look on their bold, bad faces 

Sent through Knud's heart a pang. 
As up rose Olaf Rudwell, 

The leader of the gang. 

In a wheedling tone spake Olaf 

Hiding his heart so hard — 
" There are apples in Elston's orchard. 

And no one near to guard." 
With a quiet smile Knud answered — 

" His apples, they are — not ours ; " 
And paused, but for a moment, 

To pluck the wayside flowers. 

" They shall be ours," said Rudwell, — 
His voice now harsh and high — 

His face aflame with anger — 
And fury in his eye. 
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" Ours by your hands, Knud Iverson ; 

Ours in this selfsame hour," 
(He raised his hand in menace) 

" Or you shall feel my power." 

Knud dropped his flowers, confronted 

Bold Olaf s wicked stare; 
" I cannot steal — I will not I " 

He said, with manly air. 
Then at their leader's signal 

The others gathered round, 
With cruel blows and scofiings 

They cast Knud to the ground. 

Like tigers, fierce and furious, 

They dragged him from the path, 
And into the deep, dark river 

They thrust him in their wrath. 
Grief dimmed his eye one instant, — 

Not for himself that tear; 
He thought of home and parents, 

And baby-sister dear. 

For one brief instant, only. 

That sorrow did he feel. 
To every threat he answered, 

" I will not — cannot steal ! " 
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Still higher flowed the river, 

Nearer — nearer — bringing death, — 

Yet, " I cannot take the apples," 
He sobbed, with failing breath. 

Ill 
The lowing cows, at nightfall, 

Strayed up the garden-plot; 
And the baby-sister fretted 

That brother Knud came not. 
But nevermore she saw him — 

And never — nevermore — 
Could she hear his voice so merry, 

Nor his glad step at the door. 

His father missed his greeting 

By the gate, at eventide, 
His mother, with sad foreboding, 

Sat his supper at last aside. 
Through the long, long night they waited, 

And watched, with doleful fears; 
And the book of Russian Peter 

Laid up, with many tears. 

Next day at noon they found him, 

Moveless as marble stone. 
In death's long sleep, low lying. 

By the river's bank alone. 

218 



KNUiyS VICTORY. 

A peaceful smile enwreathing 
His pale, cold lips and cheek, — 

As if kind words of comfort 
The dead boy fain would speak. 

Faithful and fearless witness 

For truth and honesty! 
His name with highest honors 

Shall long remembered be. 
Only a child — but steadfast — ; 

Sweetly, and sternly, pure; 
Who, loving Right, to keep it, 

Could even death endure. 

O beautiful young martyr! 

To suffer and to die — 
Rather than harm your conscience! 

That was a victory high ! 
Grander than any conquest 

By your hero, Peter, won. 
With martial pomp and glory, — 

Dear, brave Knud Iverson! 
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fHE chalky cliffs of England 

Gleamed through the murky night, 
And many a bold, brave seaman 
Quailed at the ghastly sight; 
For, long before the sunset, 

The sea-mew sought her cave, 
And the winds a fearful battle 
Were waging on the wave. 



A gallant ship had stoutly 

Defied the tempest's wrath ; 

Now," hoarsely cried the pilot, 
There's danger in her path. 
Leave, leave your sinking vessel 

To the fury of the waves ; 
For those who linger longer 

Her shattered hulk hath graves. 
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"Cease, coward! I am ruler; 

My good ship can outride 
The fiercest, wildest tempest 

That ever ruffled tide ; — 
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You will not leave me, comrades? 

Said the bold commander, then, 
" Firm on the side of duty. 

Remain, my gallant men I " 

Yet none remained to aid him, 

Of all that recreant crew, 
Save the youngest of their number, 

Whose brow of ebon hue 
Bespoke his race despised, — 

Though in his swelling breast 
There beat a heart more noble 

Than whiter skins possessed. 

And through that fearful midnight 

Most faithfully he wrought; 
Till safely to the harbor 

At morn the ship was brought. 
But ere the stout, staunch vessel 

Her mooring had attained, 
God's calm, celestial haven 

His wave-worn soul had gained. 



Faf , far away there waited, 

Beyond Atlantic's shore, — 
Where the bright magnolia blossomed 

Beside her cottage door, — 
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To hear her darling's footsteps 
Returning from the sea, — 

A mother, who had freed him 
From dread captivity. 

Ah! nevermore, fond mother. 

Didst thou behold his face ; 
But Fame upon her record 

His humble name shall trace; 
And wheresoever the faithful 

And brave in deed are sung, 
That name shall be remembered 

Earth's bravest souls among. 



SMILES. 




MILES — they are messages angels have 
sent us; 
Though to the bearer the message be 
sealed 
Yet the high glory the tidings have lent us 
Cannot be long from his vision concealed. 
Words do not give the true depth of emotion, — 

Silence, more eloquent, speaks in a smile; 
Heart unto heart must interpret devotion. 
Eye unto eye bearing blessings the while. 

Time cannot count all the deeds thus accruing, 

Earth may not know what the issue will be; 
Let not the conscience, then, ever be ruing 

Moments unhallowed by smiles warm and free. 
Back to the giver the blessing returneth, 

Often a hundred- fold, into his breast; 
And, he, the gpiver, by giving well learneth — 

Not by receiving — himself he hath blessed. 
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TOM SLACK. 




OM SLACK lives over across the way, 
In a cottage drear and old, 
And there he grumbles and frets today. 
Because it is windy and cold. 
It is always too cold, or too hot, for him 

To finish his daily work — 
A whiffling fellow! this lifelong whim 
Has made him a shiftless shirlq. 

His once white cottage, that looked so fair 

O'ershaded by chestnut trees. 
Now, mossy and gjey, stands tottering there 

In every passing breeze. 
Its windows are broken, and gone the blinds; 

And over the rickety door 
No more the vine, its long arms winds, 

With its tempting fruit of yore. 

Sure, never was man so plagued as he — 

For every beast he owns 
Delights to roam o'er his broad lands free. 

In spite of sticks and stones. 
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TOM SLACK. 

His fences blow down, his walls get low; 

He never has time to spare 
To drive a nail, or to lay a row, 

To keep them in good repair. 

He never begins to plough in spring 

Till his neighbors' fields are sown; 
And they are ready for harvesting 

Before his corn is grown. 
And, while he is " putting the barn to rights. 

His roots, in their native soil. 
Jack Frost, in the chilly autumn nights, 

Will claim as his lawful spoil. 

His sc)rthes are broken, his sickles lost, 

His cart-wheel needs a tire; 
His tools all over the yard are tossed, 

While he dozes over the fire. 
For want of a tack, a screw, or a strap, 

Whatever he owns will run 
To ruin, — while he is taking a nap, 

Or thinking of getting it done. 

Oh! busy, indeed, is his good wife, Jane — 

A thrifty and careful soul — 
Who cheerfully strives, yet all in vain. 

To keep things neat and whole; 
And all their boys and girls are taught 

To work out their daily tasks, 
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TOM SLACK, 

Till much of his toil by them is wrought — 
Though he never the meaning asks. 

She often thinks of that sunny day. 

With many a tearful thrill, 
When he vowed, whatever might be life's way, 

To cherish and cheer her still ; 
And then she turns, with a blinding tear, 

To the cloud that o'er them lowers, 
To the poverty gathering round them here, 

While her husband smokes, or snores. 

" It is all my luck," Tom says, with a sigh, 

As the seasons come and go. 
" My neighbors get richer, but poorer, I, 

For all that I reap and sow. 
But Fortune, for long so shy and cool. 

Will soon be here — I'll wait." 
Ah, me! If he does, I fear, poor fool! 

When she comes he'll be too late. 

Jump up! and wait not for fairer days; 

I'm sure if you don't, Tom Slack, 
The wheel, which Fortune keeps turning all 
ways. 

Will knock you off her track. 
Your goods are going as fast as they can. 

Your mind — what little you own — 
Is nearly lost ; and what^s left of you, man. 

If you don't step quick, is — gone ! 



WILL THRIFTY. 




ILL THRIFTY sits by his cheerful fire 
This chill December day, 
Among his children, a happy sire, 
In heart as young as they; 
Though the snows of over sixty years 

His bright, brown hair have bleached; 
And we see, by the lines that his forehead wears. 
Life's cares have his cottage reached. 

But the smile that dimples the old man's cheek, 

And the bloom that lives there still, 
A trustful and hopeful soul bespeak — 

O'erflowing with true good-will. 
And the voice he lifts in the evening hymn. 

Or in friendly converse, tells 
That the law of love is with him supreme. 

And peace in his bosom dwells. 

A happier man the sun views not 

In the realms he looketh o'er. 
Than he, today, in his little cot, 

With his wife and children four. 
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WILL THRIFTY. 

Of the store Prosperity holdeth fast 

He has found the golden key; 
And of many a shadow around earth cast 

He hath solved the mystery. 

He rises at dawn with the cheerful lark, 

And toils till the evening gloam; 
And order and health and comfort mark 

Will Thrifty's pleasant home. 
Thus, day by day, through cold and heat 

He goes, and the circling year, 
With the closing seasons, has found complete 

The duties that filled his sphere; 

Content, and diligent, each return 

Increase of wealth has seen ; 
Yet he is no master, hard and stem, 

Nor a niggard, close and mean. 
Whatever discretion may devise 

He liberally doth fulfil ; 
While *neath his gentle mien there lies 

A firm and righteous will. 

And on every side the poor rise up 

To bless his hoary head, — 
He hath sweetened the widow's bitter cup. 

And the hungry orphans fed. 
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We are brothers, all," Will says, with a tear; 
And the good God gives to me. 
In stewardship, much for His children here, 
From His bounty full and free." 

The sunshine falls on the larch trees green 

That guard his cottage door. 
And the brook near by, where the willows lean. 

It hath merrily gilded o'er. 
And around the barn, and about the sheds, 

Where the cattle in quiet rest. 
An air of comfort it warmly spreads — 

A constant, welcome guest. 

Like the sun. Will Thrifty, away has driven 

Full many a shade of woe. 
And out of his own warm heart has given 

What riches can ne'er bestow. 
God grant when his sun of life must set. 

It shall be in a cloudless sky, 
And only to rise more radiant yet 

In the changeless world on high! 
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UMMER is ended ! Behold, there is wait- 
ing 
Blessing for those who courageously 
wrought ! 
Never their patience, nor ardor, abating 

At the stem trials the season has brought. 
Mildew and blight may, haply, have wasted 
The crown of the orchard, the hope of the 
field; 
Sweet are the fruits that the faithful have tasted. 
High is the recompense duty can yield 

Summer is ended ! Still onward progressing, 

Day after day with its labors fulfilled, 
Ripened the harvest, perfected the blessing. 

Gently as evening her dewdrops distilled. 
Thus on all evils received and defeated 

Building up bravely the soul's higher life. 
Gaining new strength from each labor completed, 

Till the Great Harvest continue the strife. 
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BETSEY'S MONUMENT. 




EAR the heart of a busy town 

Stands a church of no small renown; 
Yet no grand title the building bears, 
No wonderful beauty the structure wears. 
But its brown walls echo the gospel truth — 
Its simple service the same, forsooth, 
For it holds the place, in our modem way, 
Of the meeting-house of the olden day. 

That went down in a storm — the tower. 
Some say, up, at the midnight hour, 
On wings of flame and with noise of doom ; 
And, phoenix-like, in the old one's room 
The new one rose, and firmly stands, — 
By loving hearts and liberal hands. 
And now, as of old, the flight of time 
Is marked on its dial and told in chime. 

Years ago, in the meeting-house days, 
Ere rail-cars rattled, long, long ways, — 
A mile or more by the country road, 
And across the bridge where the river flowed,- 
Were cheerfully trudged at meeting time 
By one who loved, with a faith sublime. 
To listen the sermon, to join in the prayer. 
And to raise her voice with the singers there. 
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BETSEY'S MONUMENT. 

Not wealthy, nor fair, nor finely dressed 
Was she — but welcomed, well nigh caressed. 
Though simple in speech and plain of face, 
Yet, nevertheless, a marvelous grace 
Shone from the beautiful soul within. 
And even the coldest Heart could win 
To the sweet humility, love, and truth, 
That kept for her a perennial youth. 

Over the river, in silvery swell, 

Came the tones of the meeting-house bell ; 

And the strokes of the clock in the meeting-house 

tower 
Told her the time of each passing hour; 
Their solemn cadence, a pleasure sweet, 
Brought her to make her day complete; 
And the silence that followed when fire befell 
Seemed sadder to her than a funeral knell. 

She pondered many a lonely night 
How others must miss the clock's delight. 
And no self-denial — no sacrifice — 
She deems too great to regain such prize, — 
And the good it prompted, the help it gave 
By its warning voice from sin to save; 
Her slender savings shall prove their power, 
And — lo ! a clock strikes from the new church 
tower! 
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BETSEY'S MONUMENT, 

Years have rolled onward, and still there shines 
The dial-plate with its truthful signs 
On the front of the church, and many an eye 
Is turned to the figures in passing by; 
And " Betsey's true — she's always right," — 
And " I'm all correct," says a merry wight. 
And — " There goes Betsey ! " shouts one and all 
As the strokes of the clock in cadence fall. 

Ay, ay ! She goes — she still is here 
In her good deeds done, and year on year. 
Though she dwells in eternal day above 
And sings the song of redeeming love 
With saints immortal — the tried and true — 
In the church expectant, forever new, 
Shall Betsey speak in the clock's clear chime. 
And bid us remember how swiftly flies time. 

A stone's throw distant a statue stands. 
In loving memory of one, who, hands 
And brain and voice untiring gave 
To break the fetters from every slave. 
Yet the gospel of glorious freedom preached 
By Paul, to many a soul has reached 
Through the tones of the clock, in loud ac- 
claim : — 
A grander monument to Betsey's name! 



ANNIVERSARY HYMN. 



HYMN 




for the one hundredth anniversary of the conse- 
cration of the first bishop of Massachusetts at 
St, Paul's Church, Newburyport, i8p/: 

NCIENT of Days, Omniscient One ! 
I Whom time and circumstance obey, 
And in whose sight are swiftly run 
A thousand years as but a day, 

We thank Thee for the century past — 
A narrower span — yet while we tell 

With grateful hearts of mercies vast, 
Our thanks to hallelujahs swell. 

For high on history's roll we trace 

Anew today his sainted name. 
Who, trusting in Thy promised grace, 

To guide a little flock here came. 

And other flocks desired to share 

His love, his faith, so warm, so large, 

His learning rich, his patient care. 

Ere long were ranged within his charge. 
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ANNiyERSARY HYMN. 

With ready hand he meekly took, 
Amid dissension and distrust, 

The consecrated shepherd's crook 
Their ancient usage to adjust. 

By quiet streams the flocks he led. 

All hungry souls with heavenly food 

In Thy green pastures. Lord, he fed ; 
And turned all seeming ill to good. 

Oh! may the church he thus upreared 
Stand steadfast till time's latest day, — 

Her holy sacraments revered. 

Her solemn rites kept pure, we pray ; 

Her heavenly hope and peace abide 
With generations centuries hence ; 

And the whole nations, far and wid^ 
Confess her blessed influence. 



DEDICATION HYMN. 



HYMN 




for dedication exercises of Young Women's 
Christian Association Home, Newburyport, 
Mass. : 

BLESSED home of Bethany ! 

Where Jesus, homeless, loved to go 
For tender care and sympathy, 
To cheer His lonely lot below. 

While in His name these doors today 
For homeless ones we open wide, 

May He in love draw near we pray. 
And evermore herein abide! 

Like Mary, at His sacred feet, 

We fain would sit, to know His will ; 

Like Martha, strive with service meet 
His every purpose to fulfil. 
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But, yet, unaided we are weak; 

Grant us Thy constant grace, O Lord ! 
To guide and succor all who seek 

The shelter which these walls afford; 

That those who enter here may say. 
When higher called Thy face to see, 

In the glad home of endless day — 
" This was the gate of Heaven to me! " 
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HYMN FOR SOC. FOR RELIEF OF 
AGED FEMALES. 



HYMN 




for anniversary exercises of Society for the Re- 
lief of Aged Females, Newbury port, Mass.: 

E the frail children of Thy care, 

Most Holy Father! fain would raise 
The songs that grateful hearts declare, 
And Thine exhaustless bounty praise. 

All that we are and have are Thine, — 
Help us this truth to comprehend ! 

Its knowledge will a strength divine 
To all our feeble efforts lend. 

As Thou abundantly hast given 

To us of Thy munificence. 
So, like good almoners for Heaven, 

These gifts of thine may we dispense. 
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HYMN FOR SOC. FOR RELIEF OF AGED FEMALES. 

On kind Compassion's work intent, 

Our youth and health may we engage, — 

Lead gently down Time's steep descent, 
The tottering steps of helpless age; 

And where'er woman's voice is heard 

In sorrow, sickness, or in need. 
Attest the truth of Jesus' word — 

" To give is blessedness indeed." 
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